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H. GEORGE THOMSO] 

ISCLUDIKG 

POETRY. 



THE following paiETCc contain the Corres| 
dence between Mr. Burnt and Mr. Thomson, 
the sabject of the beautiful work projected t 
executed by the latter, the nature of whieh is 
plained in the first number of the following 
vies*. The undertaking of Mr. Thomson, is < 
on which the public may be congratQlated in 
rious points of view ; not merely as having ( 
k?cted the finest of the Scottish songs and airs 
past times, but as having g^ven occasion to a num' 
of original song^ of our bard, whieh eqaal or s 
pass the former efforts of the pastoral muses 
Scotland, and which, if we mistake not, may 
safely compared with the lyric poetry of any i 
or country. The letters of Mr. Burns to I 
Thomson include the son^s he presented to hi 
some of which appear in diflferent stages of th 
progress, and tliese letters will be found to exhi 
occasionally his notions of song^writing, and 
opinions on various subjects of taste and rrt*««!' 



nr'u^-' 



ie whole of this correipondence was amngei 
r the press by Mr. Thomson, and hat bem 
Inted with little additioii or Tariation. 



CORRESPONDEN' 



Mr. TBOKPIOIf u Ifr. I 

FoK BTiK jrtn put, I b>Te, 
-tvo, taplDycd 1DU17 tpiimv boon 

dxi Ibr paUicuioii. Wv blt*e eng 




you win derote your leiture to writlog 
twenty-five song*, suited to the partici 
diet which I am prepared to lend you 
•ongt, exceptionable only in some of th 
I will likewise submit to your considerai 
ing it to you, either to maud these, or 
songs in Uieir stead. It it superflaoui 
you, that I have no intention to displ 
the sterling old songs i those only will b< 
which appemr quite silly, or abtolatelj 
Even these shall all be examined by Mr. 
it he i» of opinion that any of them are 
of the music, in such eases, no divoree 
place. 

Relying on the letter accompanying 
A>rgiven, for the liberty I have taJcen i 
ing you, I am, with great esteem, sir, ; 
obedient humble servant, 

O. T 



No. IL * 



lb. GEORGE TBOHSOir. 

* pneiry «iid mmic of oM Ciledo 



jour lin, wiib the Unl liue of the prinwd nna 
70a inttnd tbr tliem, that I m^y hMvr an appaRq* 
niiy of inggmlnc ujr altnitiDD ibai aaj nnur 

»&t1 Leaving T^Oi EvntlcDltD, IIk mdoBbtrd tigfat 



■re for EnghtA Tenci tfaen n, on mj put, aa 
end oTllie mHler. Whelher in Ihe iiiii)jieil]r af 
ir ibe puboi of Ibe >ong. I nm onlT 




knowledgnmentf for the entbvtiMm w 
you have entered into our undertaking^, 
now no doubt of )>eiag aU« to produe 
tiou. highly deserring of pahlie attest 
respects* 

I agree with you in thinking Engl 

that have merit, very eligible, wherever 

are nccesHury ; beeauie the English bec< 

year, more and more, the language of 

but, if you mean that no Englitk versi 

those of Scottish authors, ought to be t 

am half inclined to differ fVom you. 1 1 

4ider it unpardonable to sacrifice one g< 

the Scottish dialect, to make room f< 

verses ; but, if we can select a f^w exa 

suited to the unprovided or ill-provided 

it not be the very bigotry of literary pc 

reject such, merely, because the author 

south of the Tweed ? Our sweet air M 

which in the collections is joined to i 

stuff that Allan Ramsay ever wrote, 

IVAile some for pletuure pawn their 

ftwers so finely to Dr Percy's beautil 

Jfanry, wilt thou go with me, that one 



«»ue ana tne 

..^c well obienret, there is as 
i differeiHte, as between a plain suit of 

and a bundle of rag^ The humorous bal- 
pathetic complaint, is best suited to our 
melodies ; and more interesting indeed in 
■I's, than the most pointed wit, dazzling de- 
ms, and flowery fancies. 
I these trite obsenrations, I send you eleven 
longi, fbr which it is my wish to substitute 
)f your writing. I shall soon transmit the 
d, at the same time, a prospectus of the 
tollection : and yon may belicTe, we will 

tiny faints that you are so kind as to gire 

onng ihe work, with the greatest pleasure 

kfulneu. 

I remain, dear sir, &o« 



No. IV. 
•.BURNS to Mr. THOMSON. 



In mirkect glen, at midnight honr, 

I'd rove, and ne'er be eerie O, 
If tlirougli that glen I gaed to thee, 

My ain kind dearie O. 
AUho' the night were ne'er ne wiWI 

And I were ne'er sae wearie O, 
I'd m<>et thee on the leanrig, 

My MB Idad dearie O. 

Tour observation as to the aptitude < 
ey's ballad to the air, NktUe 0, is just. 

* For ** scented birks," in some eopi* 
buds." E. 

t In the copy transmitted to Mr. T 
stead of wi/tf, was inserted wet. But ir 
manuscripts, probably written afterwai 
changed into wild ; evidently a great im 
The lovers might meet on the lea-rig, 
the night were ne'er so wt/rf," that i 
the summer-wind blew, the sky loun 
thunder murmured : such circumstance 
der their meeting still more interesti 
the msht were actually wet, why shoul 



Mr. GEORGE THOMSON. it 

•ides, perliapt, the most beautii\il ballad in the 
EngUsh lang^uage. Bat let me remark to joa, that 
in the sentiment and style of our Soottish airs, 
there is a pastoral simplicity, a something that one 
nay call the Doric style and dialect of roeal mu- 
sie, to which a dash of our natiye tongue and man* 
ners is particularly, nay, pee«liariy,appoaite. For 
this reason, and, upon ray honour, for this reason 
alone, I am of opinkm (but, as I told you before, 
my c^union is yoars, IVeely yours, to uppvore, or 
reject, as you please) that my ballad of ifanie O 
might perhaps do fur me set of verses to the tune. 
Kow don't let it enter into your head, that yoo ana 
und^r any necessity of taking my verses. I have 
kmg ago made up my mind as to my own reput** 
tion in the business of authorship ; and have no- 
tiung to be pleased or oflEbnded at, in your adop- 
tion or rejection of my verses. Though yon should 
y^ect one half of what I give you, I shall be 
pleased with your ad<^ng the other half, and 
shall continue to serve you with the same aBsl> 
duity. 

In the printed copy of my Nonie 0, the name 
of the river is horridly prosaic, I will alter it, 

** Behind yon hills where Lugar flows.** 

Girvan is the name of the river that suits the 
idea of the stanza best, but Lugar is the most 
agreeable modulation of syllables. 

I will soon give yon a great many more remarks 
en this business ; but I have just now an opportu* 
nity of conveying you this scrawl, free of postage, 
an expense that it is ill able to pay : so with my 
best compliments to honest Allan, Goed be wi* 
ye, &C. 

Friday night* 



tiei in itf componiion, ami luurc pt^jwa 

favour, you will not find it easy to «upi 

In my very early yeart, when I wai tl 

going to the West Indies, I took the 

farewell of a dear girl. It is quite triflir 

nothing of the meriu of EvfC-bugbt* ; h 

fill up this page. You must know, thi 

earlier love-songs were the breathings 

passion, and though it might have he< 

after-times to have given them a polisl 

polish, to me, whose they were, and wl 

alone cared for them, would have defac 

gend of my heart, which was so faithfnll 

on them. Their uncouth simplicity w 

say of wines, their itice. 

Will yc go to the Indies, my Mary, 
And leave auld Scotia's shore ? 

"Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 
Across the Atlantic's roar ? 

O sweet grows the lime and the oran 

And the apple on the pine : 
But a' the charms o' the Indies 



Ifr. OB0KO£ THOMSOIT. 

hnx plirhtpd nur Irolh, ni^ Mary, 

a QLulua] alTccuoii l« join. 

1 cant be Ihe Fame thai iluill p«ri i 

fu Iforrr ud Aald Ktb Marrii, I Ai 
irgtublr tie llie ncii lat^rn of my i 



a BJogf, the micomplpng Wgol of epiniai 
•LBiSiMj lajDJn iiiuc uElhyiiti, in the fun 
a! Uil! wgrk. 



r. BURNS to Mr. THOMSOM. 




I nerer loe^d a dearer, 

And neist my beart PU wear htr. 

For fear my jewel tine. 

She it a winiome wee thing, 
She it a handsome wee things. 
She it a bonnie wee thing. 
This sweet wee wife o* mine* 

The warld*s wraek we share o\ 
The warstle and the care o*t ; 
Wi' her I»n blythly bear it, 
▲nd think my lot divine. 



J bare jnst been looking oyer the CMierU 
Dtehter ; and, if the following rhapsody, v 
composed the other day, on a charming A] 
ftri, Miss — — , as she passed through this p 
Bngkuid, will soit your taste better than t 
Uer Latikf fiiU on and welcome. 

O saw re bonnie Leslev 



Kr. GBOBOB THOIUDX. 
Thou ut diiiH, hir LhIet, 



The Dtil he eould ni Kiiih iAh, 

Or ang^ Ihil sad belug ibee t 

HeM luA inu Ay hi ' ' 




As underneath iheir fragrant inaoc 
I cktspM her to my bosom ! 

The golden houn, on anjfel wing*. 
Flew o'er me and my deftrie ; 

For dear to me, as Ught and life, 
Was my sweet Highland Mary. 

Wi' mony a vow, and lock'd embrace. 
Our parting was fu' tender ; 

And, pledging aft to meet again. 
We tore ourstrls asunder ; 

But oh ! fell death's untimely frost. 
That nipt my flower sae early ! 

Now green'* the sod, and cauld's the c 
/ That wraps my HighUnd Mary I 

O pale, pale now, those rosy lips, 

I aft hae kiss'd sae fondly ! 
And clos'd for ay, the sparkUng glane 

That dwelt on me sae kindly I 
And mouldering now in silent dust, 

That heart that loe'd me dearly ! 
But still within luy bosom's core 

AliAll live mv Hifchlaud Mary. 



Ur. oeORGX THOMBOy. 

; you will KC >t flnt gluicf, Uiil il in 
The mlftnt of tbc ung ii oh of Ih 
reitin^ pfttHgn of raj joqibftl lUf a i 




jvi cbocHB of the prodflctionb Adiev J 



Dear rir, EifTiitiir^A, y». llti, 

I wB< jurt folnf to write to jou, Ibtt on meet' 

(he »UI> )uur Name I had rilJiD viuIciiCly ii> ' 




.lcs< 



mire it, and never meau., . 
requeited was, that 70a would 
some of the inferior itansat, w 
no ]>art of die original rang 
urge, beeanfe the rang is of 
though those inferior stanzas 1 
will be by the singer of taste. 
I expect all the rangs to be of 
that were an unreasonable expc 
sible that no poet can sit dov 
verses, and succeed well at all 
I am highly pleased with ; 
amorous rhapsody on Bonnie L 
times better than the Collier*^ 
he couM na scaitli thee," &c 
happy thought. Do you no* 
tlie names of such old heroe 
rather queer, unless in pomj 
verse ? Instead of the line, 
thcr,** I would humbly sugr 
tie anither ;" and I would 
some other line for " Retr 
last verse, because I thinJ 
— nhv, and of the 1 



Mr. GEORGE THOMaOM. 



■1 leitan, whai pRhtpi fou have krineD Id kaATf 

ni*>l or which, nigbl leid 74111 10 ivprsre them, 
Tbe VIED will oftn m; whAi hu toen oreriookrd 

1 rcmua jDon lUlbfUlT, hb 
p. S. TDurTerMinpoDHJcblMiidUMiTucJiiit 
cone to kimd : thrj bnttlie ite gfSuiH ipiril of 




Ur. OEDRGE 



Mr. BVRN3 lo Mr. THOMSON. 
AULD ROB MORBIS-. 



ai the binbi on iIh la. 



Aod mj MUis hai fi 



W Tho night comti lo inu, but mj ffil k il g-ne : 




rrent ibith eonqacring ami to 0004 

"For nature made her what the U, 
And never made anither" (taeh a person aa i 

Thia is in mf optnionjBore poetical than * 
made sic anitlier.** Tijki nr it is imma 
make it either way*. ** Caledonie,** I agve 
70a, is not so good a word as eoold be t 
thou||:h it is sanctioned in three or foor in 
by Allan Ramsay ; but I cannot help it. Ii 
that species of stanza is th^ most difflcoll 
have ever tried. 

The Lea-rig is as foUovs. (Here the p§ 
the twojirtt stanxae a* be/ore, p. 0, vitk 
lowing in addition,) 

The hunter lo*es the morning sinif 
To rouse the mountain deer, m) 

At noon the fisher seeks the glen. 
Along the bum to steer, my jo : 

Gie me the hour o* gloamin grej, 
It makes my heart sae cheery, < 

To meet thee ou the lea^rig, 



K».I3C 
Mr. BTTRNS to 
ACLD BOB UOBBIS'. 



inl«> ■> the bmU on the lis,' 
on ■■ (be light la hit e>. 




Duncan nrtrun u, »"*» *^«."'— ~ r — * - ' 

Ho, Afl, ^c, 
Meg vat deaf as Ailsa Craig*, 

Ha, ha, &c, 
Duncan »igh'd baith out and in, 
Grat his een baith bleCT*t and Win*, 
Spak o' lowpin o'er a linn ; 

HOt hOf Cfc. 

Time and chance are but a tid«i 

Ha, ha, &c» 
Slighted love is sair to bide, 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Shall I, like a fool, quoth he, 
For a haughty hizxie Jie ? 
She may gae to-France, for me ! 

Ha, ha, &c. 

How it comes let doctors tell, 

Ha, ha, &c, 
Meg grew sick-as he grew healj 

Ha, ha, &c» 
Something in her liosom wrings. 
For relief, a sigh she brings ; 



- • • 









^POOltitfc c«nLl ^ 



She talks of rank ana lafmou, 
why, &c« 

O wha can prudence think upon. 

And »ic a lassie by him ? 
O wha can prudence think upon, 

And sae in love as I am ? 
why, &e. 

How blest the humbiest eotter»s fate* ! 

He woes his simple dearie ; 
The silly bogles, wealth and state. 

Can never make them eerie. 
O why should ikte sic pleasure have, 

Uffe's dearer bands untwining ? 
Or why sae sweet a flower as love, 

]>epend on Fortune's shining ? 

OALLA WATBIU 

There's braw,braw lads on Yarrow ^ms. 

That wander thro' the blooming heather ; 
But Yarrow braes, nor Ettric shaws. 



*^C*'«i^'' -"£*■■' .4,*' »i. 



— r- — c 



none behind but mere gleanings, to which the pi 

lishen of 9mnegatherumUTfi welcome. 1 wonld 

ther be the editor of a collection ftom whieh i 

thine could be uken away, than of one to wh 

nothing could be added. Wc intend pretenti 

the iubMribew with two beautiful itroke engr 

ingt; the one characteriitic of the plaintive, i 

the other of the lively longt ; and I have ] 

Beattit's promiae of an c«$ay upon the lalueef 

our national mutic, if his health wiU permit 1 

to write it. As a number of our songs have don 

less been caUed forth by particular events, or 

the charms of peerless damsels, there must 

numy curious anecdotes relating to them. 

The late Mr. Tytler of Woodhouselee, I belie 
knew more of this than any body, for he joii 
to the pursuits of an antiquar>' a taste for poc 
besides being a man of the world, and possesi 
an enthusiasm for music beyond most of his < 
temporaries. He was quite pleased with this i 
of mine, for I may say it has been solely mana 
by me, and we had several long conversati 
about it, when it was in embryo. If I couk» 



Mr. GEORGE THOMSON. 27 

•lity of the festive board, and a tuneful voice, with 
H proper delivery of the words, renders them per- 
fect. Nevertheless, to these I propose adding^ bass 
aceoinpanimeuts, because then they are fitted ei- 
ther for singing or for iustmrnental performance, 
when there happens to be no singer. 1 mean to 
employ our right trusty friend Mr. Clarke to set 
the baus to these, which he assures me he will do 
cm am^ret and with much greater attention than 
be ever bestowed on any ^ling of the kind. But 
fbr this last class of airs, I will not attempt to find 
more than one set of verses. 

That eccentric bard, Peter Pindar, has started X 
know not how many difficulties, about writing for 
the airs 1 sent to him, b«rcause of the peculiarity 
«f their measure, and the trajnmcls they impose on 
his flying Pegasus. I subjoin fur your perusal the 
only one I have yet got ftrom him, being for the 
fine air ^ Lord Gregory." The Scots verses print- 
ed with that air, are taken from the middle of an 
old ballad, called, The Lots of Locroyan^ which I 
do not admire. I have set down the air therefore 
a« a creditor of yours. Many of the Jacobite songs 
are replete with wit and humour ; might not the 
best of these be included in our volume of comic 
fODgs? 

POSTCRIPT. 

FROM THE HON. A. ERSKINE. 

Mr. Thomson has been so obliging as to give me 
m perusal nf your song^. Highland Mary is most 
enchantingly pathetic, and Duncan Gray possesses 
native genuine humour: ''spak o* lowpin o'er a 
tin,** is a line of itself that should make you imi- 
mortaL 1 sometimes hear of you ftom our mutual 
frirad C, who is a most excellent fellow^ mxA^mc 
•esses, above «U men I know, ii)vf «\kSKcm ^ 
obiig^g <li«potiiMD« H^oii kiivKkf '^iniiiasM^ 



ANDESW BRSKIVR 



Ku. XIL 
Mr. BURNS to Mr. THOMSOK. 

26th January, 1703. 
I approve greatly, my dear sir. of j-our plans. 
•. B««ttie*g rssay will of itself be a treasure. On 
^ part, 1 mL'an to draw up an appendix to the 
ctor's essay, containing luy stoek of anecdotes, 
6. of our SeoU sougs. All the late Mr. Tytler*s 
tecdotes, I hare by me, taken down in the coarse 
iny acquaintance with him fkt>m his own mouth* 
am such an enthusiast, that in the course of my 
reral peregrinatiuus through Scotland, I made a 
jgriiuage to the indiridual spot from which every 
iiig took its rise, Lochaber^ and the Brae* tfBiU- 
>nden^ excepud. So far as the locality, either ftroin 
Ae title of th«.' air, or the tenor of the song, eouU 
e ascertained, 1 have paid my devotious at th( 



•r rvaue 

.. vur aatiire mane, than any E»> 
5usn renes whateTer. 

The Tery name of Piter Pindar U an acquisi- 
tion to your work. His Gregory is beantifol. I 
have tried to give yoa a st-t of stanzas in Seota, 
on the same soljieet, whieh are at yanr Mrrice* 
Not that I intend to enter the fists with Feter s 
that «o«M be presnmption indffA My tonf, 
though mach inAriior in poetie raerit, haa, I limalkf 
more of the ballad nmpiieity in it. 



XX)RD GREOORT. 



O mirk, milk ia this 

And fond the feaspest^ nmr; 
A waefW' wanderer seeks Ihy tnwer. 

Lord Gregory, npe thy ( 



ftom her father^a ha% 
And a* for loring thee ; 
At least mmtpity on mi 
irirac it may na be. 



His wraflp^ ****''''"*"" 



rrnTwalcottonthe same »ul«cet 

• The soug of ur» waivwi*. 

i» follows. 

Ah ope, lord Gregory, thy door, 
A midnight wanderer sighs, 
Ha«l^»»h the ra;m, the temp«|tt roar, 

And lightnings cleave the . kic 
Who come* with woe at this drear mgW- 

A nilpv m of the gloom? 
Iffhi whoso love did once dehght, 

My cot sliall yield her room. 
Ala, I thou heanl'st a pilgrim rnoarn. 
'mtoucewasprnMbythee^ 



Tune—" Bide ye yet,** 

O Mary, at thy window be. 

It is the wishU the tryited hour j 

Those smile* and grhuices let me see, 
That make the miser's treasuK poor: 

How blyth]y wad I bidt- the stoure, 
A weary slare frae sun to suu ; * 

Could I the rich reward secure, 
The Jovely Mary Morison. 

Yestreen, when to the trembliD|p •tring'. 

The dance gaed thro» the lighted ha»,' 
To thee my fancy took iu wing, 

I sat, but neither heard or saw : 
Tho» this was fair, and that was braw, 

And yon the toast of a' the town, 
I sigh'd, and said, amang them a*, 

*• Ye are na aiary Morison.** 

O Mary, eanst tliou wreck his peace, 
Wha for thy sake wad gladly die*? 
Or eanst thou break that hrarf n€ h;. 



jjo. XIV. 
a,. BUBS«« Mr. THOMSON. 

JforrAyl 
WANDERING WllXlE. 

tame. 

i;i .inter winds at our p« 

l^„a blew *• «V^X"ght *. ««^ " 
«*' .. _.«.«,. my watte «. me 



I tarn it to T«>, mj tav ^r^St detafaua 
wbMlKi Ike ibon, or tlHS oU TJirt' UK Itug mfp 
tethckm. 



Hr. BUBNS U Mr. TBOMBOjr. 
OPEN THK DOOB TO MB, OH! 



Ok apBi tke door, tat pilj n ilov. 

Ok, «pei Iks door M me. Ok* i 
Tko' IkMi hut baa Mk, I'll 




And fair are the maids on the baiikt o* the Ayr, 
ut by the iweet side o' the Nith's winding rirer. 

Are lovers as faithful, and nuudens as fair: 
'o equal young Jeuie seek Scotland all over; 

To equal young Jeisie you seek it in vain, 
Irace, beauty, and elegance fetter her lover. 

And maidenly modesty fixes the chain. 

), ft-esh is the rose in the gay, dewy morning. 

And sweet is the lily at evening close ; 
}ut in the fair presence o' lovely young JestQ, 

Unseen is the lily, unheeded the roae. 
Liove sits in her smile, a -wizard ensnaring : 

EnthronM in her een he delivers his law ; 
iiid still to her charms ihe alone is a stranger i 

Her modest demeauor^s the jewel of a*. 



No. XVII. 
Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 



Mr. GEORGE THOMSON. 35 

I now send you my list of the aongt, which I 
'believe will be found nearly complete. I hare 
put dawn the first lines of all the English songs, 
which I propose giving in addition to the Seotch 
rerses. If any others occur to yon, better adapted 
to the character of the airs, pray mention thema 
when you favour me with your strictures npoB 
every thing else reladng to the work. 

Pleyel has lately sent me a number of the 
song^ with his symphonies and accompaniments 
added to them. I wish you were here, that I 
might sexre up some of them to you with your 
•wn verses, by way of dessert after cUnner. There 
is so much delightful fancy in the symphonies, 
and such a delicate simplicity in the aecompani* 
ments : they are indeed beyond all praise. 

I am very much pleased with the several last 
productions of your muse : your Lord Gregory, 
in my estimation, is more interesting than Pe^ 
ter*s, beautiful as his is ! Your Here awa, jyUlitt 
must undergo some, alterations to suit the air. 
Mr. Erskine and I have been conning it over; 
he will suggest what is necessary to make them 
m fit match*. 



• WANDERING WILLIS. 
Je altered by Mr, Ertkine and Mr, Th»mt$n, 

Here awa, there awa, wandering Willie, 
Here awa, there awa, baud awa hame ; 

Come to my bojsom, my ain only dearie. 
Tell me Uiou bring*st me my Willie the same. 

iFinter^ofindt blew loud and caul at our parting, 
Fearefnr my IFUUe brought teart in my t?e i 

Welcome now simmer, and welcome my Willie, 
Am simmer to nature, «o Willie to me. 

fie«(, ye wUd Horme^ in the ewe o* ^wx i^nndsRAX 
How /our dread h»w\in% « Vvv^^ iiasvA\ 



y * Ul'Vir ■«.-▼- it* fmj a. ••«..«. ..«.~ .^ 

rAi/k dying 1 think that my Willie*! my ain. 

Dur po<>t with liis usual jud^^ent. adopted 
tie of these altprations, and rtjeetrd others 
le last edition Is as follows : 

re a-wa, there awa, wandering^ Willie, 

TV awa, thf re aua, baud awa hauie ; 

mv. to my bosom, my ain only dearie, 

•11 me thou briug'st me my Willie the samt* 

inter winds blew loud and cauld at our partiiif^ 
ars for my Willie brought tears in my e\B ; 
elcome now simmer, and weleome my Willie^ 
ic fciu^mer to nature, my Willie to met 

*st, yn wild storms, in the cave of your slamberf, 
)w your dread howling a lovir alarms! 
aukcn. ye breezes, row jj^ntly, ye billows, 
nd w Kt't my dear laddie anee mair to my arms. 

at oh, if he's faithless, and minds na his Kanle^ 
ow still between us, thou wide roaring^ main ; 



No. XVIII. 
Mr. BURNS to Mr. THOMSON. 

tVh en "wild vfarU deadly blaU -wot blattr. 
Air«« The Mill mill O." 

When wild war*s deadly Uut was blawn, 

And gentle peace rctnmincf, 
Wi' nony a iweet babe fr*h(rlen, 

And roony a widov raonndog*, 
1 left the lines and tented field, 

%Vhrre lang I*d been a lodger. 
My humble knapsaek a* my wealth, 

A poor and honett lodger. 

A leal, light heart was in my breast. 
My hand unstain'd «i* plunder ; 

it'taiiied ; but as it is only applicable to a placi 
state of thf sea, or at most Co the swell left on i' 
aurface after tlie storm as over it gives a pietui 
of that element not so well adapted to <1^ '-^ 
of eu>mal separation. ■»>••-*■ 



X paM <» *" ,—"„ .ft I courted : 
y/n^ .pied «*"'"'^„,. dweUing! 

Take pity on » •odger. 

S.e^tfully.hega.Mon^^^ 

Qtto'»lie,BioaB- I 

Forg*:t bim .hau^ 1 fy^t. 

Our humble cot, *^,™L 



And fliid thee Mill Ii 


I'meuubuw, 
rue-bannJi 


■nwili poor in SOT, we're rich in ]m. 
And uliiT «e*K ne'er be puKd. 

dns' ihe, my ^ruidiiK left Be (int^ 
A>i»iliiipteniri.-dftiriri 

A»t eome. nr fWtkfiil Hdger M, 


Tar [aid Ibe MRhut 
The fkr™T pb-jl,. 

TW bmrc poar mlgct 


'.priu, 
ne'er de.p'i»ei . 



In day wid banr oT duger. 




vannoi imaguie uuw oiucn usm ww* 

posing for your publication has ad« 
joymenti. What with ray early f 
ballads, your book, &e.. ballad^naki 
completely my bobby^orte, at eve 
was Uncle Toby*s ; to I'll e'en cant 
I come to the limit of my raee (Q 
I may take the right site of die wi 
and then cheerfully lotiking back < 
folks with whom I haTe been happ 
or sing, **8ae merry as we a' Imm 
raisuig my last looks to the iHiole 
the last word* of the voice of C 
" Good night and Joy be wi* yon a 
for my last wordt : now for a fev 
markt, as they hare oeeurred at ran 
ing over your list. 

The first lines of The latt time J 
rneor^ and teveval other lines in it, 
but in my optnion^pardon me, re^ 
Ramtay 1 the song it unworthy of 
I thall try to mmke or mend. Ft 
wiK thmpme, is a charming ton| 
burn and Lsfan 6r«e«, are sweetly 



—• g»Vi IB anequal. ** His 
never muddy,** it a muddy expreuion in- 



rhen 1*11 resii^ and marry Pate, 
id syne my cockeniony." 

it Mirely flur unworthy of Ramiay, or year 

My tong^, Mif* tf Barley^ to the same tune, 

t altogether ^ease me, but if I can mend 

tkretk a few looie Mntimentv out of it, I 

imah h to ymuc eontideration. The la*s 

*# mill is one of Ramsay's best sonp; 

« is one loose sentiment in if, which my 

ned fViend, Mr. Erskine, will take into 

il consideration. In sir J. 3inclair*s Stap 

olumes, are two claims, one, I think, 

rdeenshire, and the other IktHn A)-rshire, 

DOor of this song^. The fbllowing anec« 

!h I had fWmi the present sir William 

m, of Robertland, who had it of the 

Carl of London, I can, on sneh aathoii- 

uniay was residing^ at Lotu*"* - 



et. The Bank* tf the iJre, i», , 

'ally, Longolee^ to slow time. The long 

mougb, bat ha* toiue false imagery in it, 

itanee, 

*' And iveetly the iiightlne;ale lang fVom th 

a 

In the fint place, the nif^tingale aing 
low bnth, but never f. om a tree ; and, in 
eond place, there nerer was a nightinga 
or heard on the bankt of the I>ee, or 
hankf of any other river in Scotland. E 
ral imagery i« always comparatively fli 
conid hit on another stanza, equal to 7 
bird* rejoice, &c. I do myself honestly i> 
I think it a suprrior 9onf|^*. John Andertt 
the song to this tune, in Johnson *c m* 
my composition, and I think it not r 
if it suit you, tnke it ami welcome. Y< 
tion of sentimental and pathetic songs 
opinion, very complete ; but not so 3 
ones. Where are TuUorhgwum^ Lun 
din^ Tibbie Forvlrr, and sevrral others 
M.. {lulirnnent, arc well worthy 



Mr. CkriK, ii OM af aur >w«(ni Scmriih Hnn 
Ha i> ^aiic in mifausui nbaal ii i iind I «odU 
take kli u«* in Scouiih mn^ (tainn the una 

Tun m quiu i^ht in inieniiif (br bM fin in 
}wir lin, (bough (Iwj tie E«ain1; Irith. Ship- 
Jkrrd^, I htrvt tut m)r (tre^ it u mt a haavmlj 



B lime Mil, ■DdklUM 




we oaglit not to dUplaee or Alter it, eze 
lutituoa*. 



Mo. XXI. 
Mr. BX7BN8 to Mr, THOMSOV. 

X have youn, mj dear lir, this monv 
iliall antwer it and your former letter, in 
lultory way of taying whatever eomei up] 

The burineM of many of oar timet wa 
the beginning what fiddlen call, a ttarti 
u often a rub to ut poor rhymers. 

** There'f braw, braw ladt on Yarrow bi 
That wander thro* the blooming heatiie 

You may alter to 

** Braw. braw lads on Yarrow lines. 



GiTC me limn: to eriiiciie your Uik In tiat vailj 
Ikaig in hliich k !■» in mr apiuiiiD, TV|irtrbtn- 
Bblc lua kiiDO 1 ought w knuw wmctlliiig of 
my WD mdc. Qf puifafM, h-jitiini::ni, and pvint, 
you HTv a complete judgr : but then it it qimUty 

Unit apt u laerfHce la Iliv faregiiing. 

Auoujf u rvury Dtfaer pncl, hu not hi#B iil- 
nyi cqiuJl; lappy in hii |iif«.7 ilili I annH 

If r. W. propovi doins wiik 7«c teiC 'inx / ncnis 

the id« (ri' uuHber, aial work it intg i picn: uT 
hii oaii i bill ut muiKkc iIk wiirki uf llw |Kiac 




painter, mast lelect w hat wUl form an 
•M well a« a natural picture. On this i 
were easy to eiilar^r ; but, at present, 
to laj, that I eoniider simplicity, right 
stood, as a most essL'Utial quality in eoi 
and the ground-work of beauty hi all th 
will gladly appropriate your most intere 
taalbul, IVhen wild roar^t deadly blaH, € 
Mill mill O, as well as the two other son 
respective airs ; but the third and foov 
tbo first Terse must undergo some little 
in order lu suit tlie music. Pteyyl doei 
a kiugle note of the sougs. That wonld 
indeed! With the airs which he introi 
the sonata*, I allow hiii\ to uke such 1' 
be pleases, but that has nothiji|f to d 
songs. ^ 



^ P. S. I wish yon wanld do as you 
with your Xigt ^ Barley* If the loose i 
are thresh' d out of it, X will find an 



.^^ uiiputed lines, in the A 
iMi u*. ^^at yon think a dcft'Ct, I esteem 
positive beauty ; so you see how doctors difft 
shall now, with as much alacrity as I can muste 
on with your commands. 
You know Frascr, the hautboy player in Edii 
urgh— he is here, instructin|^ a band of music fo 
fencible corps quartered in this eountry. Amon| 
lan J of bis airs diat please me, there is one, well 
Down as a reel by the name of The Quaker's 
'yt ; and which I remember a grand aunt of 
ine used to sing, by the name of Liggeram cmA, 
/ i»nnie -wee lau, Mr. Fraser i^ys it slow, 
1 with an expretsion that quite charms me. I 
tame such an enthusiast about it, that I made a 
g for it, which I here subj<to; and inclose 

Tho lines were the third and fourth. See 

f. 

** "WX* mony a sweet babe fitherlest, 
And mony a widow mourning.** 

oar poet had maintained a long silence. ■«*'* 
It number of Mr. t«« — 



BlTthe hac I Veen on yon hiU, 

At the Iambi before me ; 
Careleu ilka thougbt and ftee. 

At the breeze flew o'er me ; 
Now nae langer ipoTt and play. 

Mirth or rang can pleaie me 5 
Lesley ii rae fkir and coy, 

Care and anguish seize me. 

Heavy, heavy is the task, 

Hopeless love declaring : 
TrcmbUng, I dow nocht but glowr, 

Siglung, dumb, despairing I 
If she winna ease the thraws 

In my bosom swelling, 
Underneath the grass-green sod. 

Soon maun be my dwelluig. 

I AouU wUh to bear how this please, you. 



No. XXV. 



And year. • '^^ ^iJJie'. hl-j ^ 

■*«»U1 the IBon^ 



DO «a kno- the followtajr be.otiftl m 



« O gin my love were yon ted «mc. 
That grows upon the cattle w« , 

And I mr^V a d^P?* ^f^; - . , 
Into her honnie breast to ft I 

Oh. there, beyondexprewion blej^ 
rdfca;tonbeautya'then.ght. 

SealM on her .ilk^aft «)#%*? J^*« 
TUl fley'd awa by Ph»ut' bght. 

This thought » inexpre.,jj be-tifta ; 



mere, 
«« oen wearied on my little wing^ : 

How I wad mourn, when it was torn 
By autumn wild, and winter rude I 

But I wad sing^ on wanton wingf, 

When youthfu* May its bloom renew'd* 



No. XXVI. 
Ur. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 

Monday, l«r Jtdy, 1703. 

I am eztreinely cony, my ipood air, that any 
tiiiiilf ihoald happen to unhfaige yoa. The tiawfl 
•re terribly ant of tune, and when hannony wiD 
be restored, hearen knows. 

The fint book of songs just pnblisfaed, will be 
dispatched to yon 93omg with this. Lot me be 
fhToured with yaor opinion of it ftaiddy and 
fipeely. 

I diall certainly give a pkee to the sour •*»- 
hBvv written ibr the Qvakff*' - " 



to repeat it afterwahli when I find it oox 
Do not retam it, for by heaven if yon 
cormpondence it at an end : and thoi 
wouM be no Ion to you, it wouM mar tli 
•ation« whieh, under yoar auipieei, eaniK 
be recpeetaUe and interesting. 



• t 



WednekUty 
I thank yon for your delicate additior 
to the old firagment, and IVir your ezoeII« 
to Logan watert Thomson** truly elegan 
ibllow Anr the English singer. Tour a] 
to statesmen, is admirable, but I am not 
is quite suitable to the supposed gentle 
of the fhir mourner who speaks it. 



Ko.xxvn. 

Mr. BURNS to Mr. THOMSOV 



^ Ae liad m?^ ^"*'« o' a» theli- 



^r-'^^Oric.fcer 



your in^ 
air^net, 
he name 
ngenoSty 

[. daogb- 
iber«« I 
ihe holds 
' a eotta- 



r,r/y,17«S 
xttly hurt 

fiQuW ■*• 



Mr. GEOaOE THOMSON. $7 

tliat debtor and creditor kmd ; X iweftr by that 
H9nour which crowns the upright statae of St* 
hert Burnt** ItUegrity-^n the lean aootiim of it, 
I will indignantly spurn the by-^tt transaction, 
and fVom that moment commence entire stranger 
to you ! Burnt** character for generosity of sen- 
timent and independence of mind, will, I trost, 
long outliTc any of his wants, which the cold, un- 
feeling ore can supply : at least, I will take care 
that such a character he shall deserve. 

Thank you for my copy of your pnblieatioa* 
Never did my eyes behold, in any musical work, 
such elegance and correctness. Your prelhce, too, 
is admirably written ; only your partiality to me 
has made 'you say too much : however, it will bind 
me down to double every effort, in the futuve pro- 
gress of the work. The following are a few re- 
marks on the songs, in the list yon sent me. I ne- 
ver copy what I write to you, so I may be often 
tautological, or perhaps contradictory. 

Thejlovjert ofthej'vrett^ is as charming a poem: 
and should be, and must be, set to the notes ; but, 
though out of your rule, the three stanzas, begia- 
niuff, 

^ I hae seen the smiling o* fortune beguiling," 

arc worthy of a place, were it but to immortalize 
tiie author of them, who is an old lady of my ac- 
quaiutance, and at this moment living inEdin* 
burgh. She is a Mrs. Cockbum ; 1 forget of what 
. place ; but fi'om Roxburgh-shire. What a charm- 
ing apostrophe is 

" O fickle fortune, why this crud sporting, 
"Why, why torment us— i>ow ttnt ^fa day ."* 

The old ballad, / with I were wfiere Helen liet. 
Is silly, to contemptihitity*. My alteration of i^ 

• There is a copy o€ ib\» \aV\ai\ ^-^cuva-^iJEifc^R^ 
count of the parUihof Kak^\.n«lt5\t««wattf» V:«\&sat> 

c a 



I walked oat yesterday erening with a re 
of the Mr^um ia my l«md J when tun^^ 

Ian IVater, « What ^^^^ f^J^^"^^ 
&c." as the words appeared to ^^^f^^J'^. 
Tf w floe an air ; and recollecung that U U <m 
U.ri tat, and raved, undef the shade of i 
Siom, lill I wrote one to suit the n«a.^ 
Z wrong ; but I think it not J«J»y^««* 
You mustknow. that in Ramsay's Tea^taWe, 
the modem song first appeared, Ae ancient 
of the tune, Allan «iy-, i. Allan Water, or M 
AnMcU very bonie. This hut has certauJ: 
^"toe^f^e original song; •<> Ito«^ "P * 
Ind as you will see. have introduced the 
Splacef which I presume it formerly occ 
thoSgh i likewise give you a chunng Iv 
fchottld not hit the cut of your fancy. 



By Allan^ream I chancM t» "^, . ..^ 

While PhoBbus sank beyond Bcnleddi* 

The winds were whispering thro the gt 




Mr. OKOKaB 



ne place ud time 1 m« mr ^nHa I 
Her beAd upon m; ifarDbbinif brnit, 

SIk, thikioe, uM, " I'm thmc tar em 1" 
Wk'ile saaaj ■ kiH tin M*) unpml. 




And eome as ye were na comin to me. 
And oome. See. 

whittle^ &c. 

At kirk or at market whenever ye meet mt 
Gang by me aa tho* tkat ye earM nae a flic 
But steal me a Mink o* jfUkt bonie btack c 
Yet look ai ye were na lookin at me. 
Yet look, &C. 

whUtle^ &c. 

Aye TOW and protest that ye eare na fbro 
And whiles ye may lightly my beauty a « 
Bat eourt nae anither, tho* jokin ye be, 
For Arar that she wyle your fimey fVae ■ 
For IVar, be. 

whiHle^ &c. 



Another ft vonrite air of mine, it. The mi 
Cfr^ie** h^fte. When rang slow widi msfi 
I have wished that it had had better poetrj 
• ■■*— ••MiMToured to supply, as fuUowa. 






"nt dtliy unDiM aif fond ^^imJi 
So arilen, » riiuiile, » *il« i 

Tkon nntilMn, aU 1, o' my Pbillu, 
For Ac !• nnpliiii^ lUtd. 




B«r in four boos, aa •«■«. m » r~ 

bit. Shf U H Mill P. Bl. liiter to Btnnie /ran. 
are both pa pill of his. You ihall hear ttM 
the Tery fint ^iit I get ttom my Aymiiig i 



No. XXXTI. 
Mr. BURNS to Mr. THOMSON. 

Awgiut, 
That tuie. Could A'cs/, ii nieh a Aitovi 
youn, that I once more rarcd o«t ymoi 
a ^oamin-ihot at the imiteit ; vhea the wan 
prenilet o*er the dioret of Nith, er n^her i 
intpiring deareit nymph| Ccrfk, vU^end i 
Ibllowing. 1 hare two reaMMU faae thhikiBf 
vrai my early, ivcet, liiDpie inapirer that 
my elbow, **taM«th gttdinf withottt aicf 
poaiiDi^ the tony on my gloviaf ftmcy. 
Ant place, afaiee I left CoUa*i nathre haw 
a AraKment of a poet hai arisen ta cheer 1 
tarr munnfi, by catching in^ratiMi ft« 



Hr. OEOROK TOOinOM. 



- - Air-", 


ra-,W K, 


.V 


ConwletiBfuk. 


:lh»tan.7br«tt, 


A«lpM^.. 


^H'crtka 


>U •■ndcri 




>»WI«t 


<ii>l 


T»e whu'"^ 


^hhiDd. 






rJaniei 




Th«.qu.i™ 


niparuiDi 


neberJ 


I uk for Aaatn 


lilbiionis 




Thil 1 fflnj liY 




ker. 


Thiu in BIT anal, 


wi'^lh. 


tUrmt, 


Itlupmr««, 


ntlinlKi 






DAWTT DAVIl!- 

To deck her gay, fP^^r^J^rt. 

And now come in my hjppy »«««. 

To wander wi* my D»vic. 

CHOKUB. 

Meet me an the -warhck *nW. 
Dainty Davie, dainty Davie, 

There ni */^«<' "'« ^^ ''^ ^^ 
jay ain dear dainty Davie. 

The cryiul watert round at <k% 
The merry birdi are loTcri a , 
1 be rented breeze, roundut Maw, 
A wandering wi» my Davie. 

Meet met &c> 

When purple morning ttartt the ha« 

To ileal upon ht-r early »f«« 

TUenthJthedew.lvr.U^Pr' 
To meet my faithfu* Dane, 



Hr. OEOSOB THQIUOIC. 



o die kiw put of the tane. Bm CUrkc'i k 
N. B. In i1k muKoia ihcr htn dnwli 



No. XKXVUI. 
Mr, THOMBOM to Ht. BURNS. 

Ediniurgli, Ii 




Auu cume as ye were na comin to me* 
And come, 8cc« 

whUtlCt &c. 

At kirk or at market whenever ye meet me. 
Gang by me aa tho* tkat ye earM nae a flie ; 
But steal me a Mink o* y«ir bonie bkusk e*ei 
Yet look as ye were na lookin at me. 
Yet look, &C. 

whutle, &c. 

Aye TOW and protest that ye care na fbr me, 
And whites ye may lightly my beauty a wee ; 
But eonrt nae anither, tho* jokm ye be, 
For ftar that she wyle your fancy Arae me. 
For fear, See. 

whittle^ &c. 



Another fhvourite air of mine, is, The muckin •' 
'■eordie** byre. When tang slow with expression, 
have wished that it had had better poetry : that 
hare endeaTonred to supply, as follows. 



Hi. GBOftGB TBOHKW. » 

Km to U» bcrme followcn, oa ibat menAil mm- 



triiet tt liit tTHpi til i^ae ^tte Battle ^ 
BANNOCK-BimN. 

TtiUaialuac. 
Sail, «lu hw «i' mOateUti, 



Nov't (he iMf, mid im'i ibe bonr ; 

S« tlK ft«u o' kutle lovr ; 

Bh appnuut ftond Sdwiiid*i poim— 




Mr. GEORGE T 
it glowine ftT"n the mml. Ifllm 



ui fIKe bta «lLN, ind we mun pirT< 




w..»« worthy 01 Boxicc. 

any one n»eak «f '^ " ^^7 jj,e ^hote li«i>«« 

' '•%'\*?^\TrXUt you the UU, »d 
'iT'v' ll^L cVdTn r«oIt happily •d.pted 

T^oir^t lZTy>ith . very -lUCHt variation 
T r^^h liie which I than pi«ently .uhmit 
"^^ ^ xCJli STin L^to Cordon more of thj p* 

than the P^^^^V ?"4^chyow wordt woi 
with a degrfe of •P'"Jl77 J^^ hare no Mi 

tr:^ Gordon, which ha. -^i^^'J*^;;^, 
-«»«.iPiir nor the poetry that charaetenws y« 
ir,^? NOW the 4ritionIhaTe to nififgeuui 
I^n;:;* l^'f each ver-e. the only line too .1 
forlheair,i«MfoUow«: 

Verse 1st, Or to glorious vi«tJ"f-_. 
2d, C/i«tn*-chaint,and .lavene. 
3d, Let hi.n,W Aim torn andflee. 

4th, Let him ^^^fyl^^^":^^ ft. 
5f A, But t/iey lAiiii, they *aU he fte 
6tA, Let us, let us do, or die I 



Mr. OSORGE THOHSOII. 

VhXLII. 
Mr. BUSKS ta Mr. TBOMSOW. 



At Amu tic bva tkc7 tink tfeiir wiy. 

And thro' tke aowty lute, 
Hit elKek (D li«t he in did Ut, 

Ami lone ini ape ihe E«)e. 



ViA " M1U7, whei 




«« iAfA of the muncaj e^p*-"—- - , 

my we* oi "J^ .tanxa ; when that ; 

my theme; begmo^«t«B»^^^ 

the bunneti, ' .^''.^^^ure around me, t 

^^'^ ^1':;'Sb" ^tSThe eogiution. 
in uBMon or i»ariii«"y hoiiim ; huromfl 

T^ ,.^hr«B»r, «r«ide of my ." 
I retire to ine ^ „ p,per; iwii 

rr^rrt.Thtr.«j^^»y-'- 
-A'.tiroraxsi;:^»- 

most inTariably my ^ay. 

^.^'^li.ri^J^lC'lSr^eavin.out.Iti. 
,' ih.ti^e^rittelfwBever«ung;and 

'rnCilt r«'ppUed hy one or two^« 
Sr. that are notin your h.t. FwSnm. 

ttrimic merit, ha. »o^«\\» ^ "fha" 

merit as well at great celebn^. I h»^ 

. J «f • .nnr for the lait air, in 

roil word! of a long lor lu ^ .^ ^ ^ 



I'll lee th«e neter*. 

Thou hMt me Ibriaken, Jamie, Thou hai 

tftken : ,^^ 

Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, Thou 

taken t 
Thou camt love •sAib^r jo, While m; 

hreakinff : 
Soon my M^eary e'en 111 elose-Nerer m 

ken, Jamie, 
Ne'er mair to wakcut* 



M,ould put Tkcre^» nnc '«^* «*»l'^.'*f ** 
ha. a yery plea«i«t air ; and which i.p<« 
finert love-ballad in that style m ^ 
nerhaps in any other language. Whe\ 

ther, and. in the midxinU wfcy, would u 

charming sentimental ballad, 

Saw ye my father, it one of my greai 
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it being the air of an old humorous tawdry song 
of that name. You wilLfind it in the Museum, / 
hnebven at Crookiederij &c. I would advise you, in 
this musical quandary, to offer up your prayers to 
the muses for inspiring direction ; and in the mean 
time, waiting for this direction, bestow a libation 
to Bacchus ; and there is not a doubt but you will 
hit on a judicious choice. Prebatum etU 

Aufd rir Simon^ I must beg you to leare oat, 
and put in its place The Quaker* s ro\fb, 

BIythe hae I been o'er the full^ is one of the 
finest songs ever I made in my life ; and betidet, 
is composed on a young lady, potitirdy the moat 
beautiful, lovely woman in the world. As I por^ 
pose giving you the name* and detignadons of all 
my heroines, to appear in some future edition of 
your work, peihaps half a century hence, you most 
certainly include the bonniest last in o* the world 
in your collection. 

Daintie Davie, I have heard sung, nineteen 
tliousand nine hundred and ninety-nine times, and 
always with the chorus to the low part of the tune ; 
and nothing has surprised me so much, as your 
opinion on this sutyect* If it will not suit, at I 
proposed, we will lay two of the stanzas together, 
and then make the chorus follow. 

Fee him^/hther^l inclose you Fraser*s set of this 
tune when he plays it slow ; in fact he makes it 
the language of despair. I diall here gire you two 
•tanzas, in that style ; merely to try if it will be 
any improvement. Were it possible, in singing, 
to give it half the pathos which Fraser gives it in 
playing, it would make an admirably pathetic aong. 
I do not g^ve these venes for any merit they have. 
I composed them at the time in which Patie At' 
Um*t mither died, that vhu about the back •* mid' 
night $ and by the lee^de of a bowl of punch, 
- which had overset every morul in company, ex- 
cept t^ hautbois and the muse. 



Frae momin suu u«« ...... , 

But teas between at brud hae roar*d, 
Sin auld lang syne. 
For auld, &c. 

And bere*s a Land, my tniity fiere, 

And gie*i a hand o* thine ; 
And weMl tak a rig^t gude wiUie-Wangfatf 

For auld hmg syne. 
Ft auld, &e» 

And rarely ye'll be your pint-itowp, ^ 

And turely 1*11 be mine ; 
And we^ll tak a cup o* kindnett yet, 

For auld lang syne*. 
For auld, &c» 



Now, I suppose I hare tired your patienee 
ly. You must, after all ii orer, have a nombi 
ballads, properly so called. CiU Moriee, Tra 
Muir^M'PhertPti's farewell^ Battle ofSher^-^ 
or ff^e ran and they ran (I know the author o 

•• .-:..«,^> Hardiknute, 



Ut. OBOROB THOIOOK. 



Atay Diipmil tluu^ ul 




jrfiuct«.j ■ 



Forwaxd! ktu* do,ordie! 



y. B. I iMTe borrowed the tost ittnzafrom 
conwoii ttaM edition of Wallace. 

- A fltlie Murper liiikt i« •^'yf^*,, 
And Uberty retunu wiA ewry w>^« 

A couplet worthy of Hoiner. ,][f«t«*jy^ 
enouKh of my eorretpondence. The po«t goes. 
;7h-dachL miserably. One co«ft»r^I^ 
•o much, just now, in this worid, fbi Ian i«^ 
joTtoUty, that I .Hall escape scot^ftee for it » 
world to come. Ainen I 



No. XLIV. 
Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BUBKS. 

t9th Sett, 
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agree witli you, that there may be something of 
pathos, or tendemest at least, ia the sir of Fee Aim, 
Father^ when performed with feeling : but a ten- 
der cast may be given almost to any lively air, if 
you sing it very slowly, expressively, and with se- 
riotM words* I am, however, clearly and iiivmriaUy 
for retaining the cheerful tones joined to their own 
humorous verses, wherever the venei are passa* 
ble. But the sweet song for Fm Aim, Father^ which 
you began about the back of midnight, I will pub- 
lish as an additional cme. Mr* James BaUbur, the 
king of good fellows, and the best singer of the 
lively Scottish ballads that ever existed, has charm- 
ed thouiandt of conpaniei with Fee khn. Father, 
and with Tedlin home also, to ih» old words, which 
never shoiUii be disanit^ fnHn either of these airt. 
Some bacchanals I woald wish to discard. Fy, let** 
a* f the bridal^ for instance, is so eoarte and vul- 
gar, that I think it fit only to be sung in a com- 
pany of drunken eoUien ; and Saw ye my Father, 
appears to me bath indelicate and silly* 

One word more with regard to your heroic ode. 
I think, with great deferrence to the poet, that a 
prudent general would avoid saying any thing to 
bii soldiers which might tend to make death more 
frightful than it is. Gory, presents a disagreeable 
image to the mind ; and to tell them, ** Welcome 
to your gory bed,** seems rather a discouraging ad- 
dress, notwithstanding the^ltemative which fbr- 
k>w«. I have shewn the scmg to three IHends of 
excellent taste, and each of them olgeeted to this 
line, which emboldens me to use the ftcedom of 
it ag^n under yournoUoe. I would sng* 



** Now prepare lbrlM>nour*s bed. 
Or for gleciovs victorie*** 



geft, 



•de pleases ua%. m, — 

proposed nltermtiont would, in my opunun, .._. 
ttrae. I am cxeeeding^f obliged to jroo for p 
ting me on reconsidering it ; as I think I hi 
much improved it. Instead of ** soger 1 ben 
I will hare it ** Caledonian ! on wi* me !** 

I have scrutinized it, over and over ; and to 
world some way or other it shall go as it is. At 
nunc time it will not in the least hurt me, shoi 
you leave it out altogether, and adhere to yonr f 
intention of adopting Logairs verses*. 

* Mr Thomson has very properly adopted t 
song (if it may be so called) as the bard present 
it to him. He has attached it to the air of La 
Gordorty and perhaps among the existing airs 
could not find a better ; but the poetry is suitei 
a much higher strain of miisie, and may em] 
the genius of some Scottish Handel, if any i 
should in future arise. The reader will have 
served, that Bums adopted the alterations prop 
by his friend and correspondent iu formei 
stances, with great readiness ; perhaps, indee 
all indifferent occasions. In the present intt 
>i^ rejected them, tliough repea 

U7UK a»* 
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I have finished my song to Saw ye my /either, 
and in English, as you will see. That there 19 a 
syllable too much for the expretnon of the air, is 

^ 

familiar with all its sufferings and dangers. On 
the eve of that memorable day, their spirits were, 
without doubt, wound up to a pitch of enthusiafm 
suited to the occasion ; a pitch of enthusiasm, at 
which danger becomes attractive, and the most ter- 
rifie forms of death are no longer terrible. Such 
a strain of sentiment, this heroic ** welcome** may 
be supposed well calculated to elevate— to raise 
their hearts high above fear, and to nerve their 
arms to the utmost pitch of mortal exertion. These 
observations might be illustrated and supported, by 
a reference to the martial poetry of all nations, 
from the spirit-stirring strains of Tyrtaeus, to the 
war^ong of general Wolfe. Mr. Thomson^s obser- 
. ration, that ** Welcome to your gory*bed, is a dis- 
couraging address," seems not sufficiently consi- 
dered. Perhaps, indeed, it may be admitted, that 
the term gory, is somewhat objectionable, not on 
account of its presenting a fVightful, but a disa- 
greeable image to the mind. But a g^reatpoet, ut- 
tering hi» conoejltions on an interesting occasion, 
■eeks always to present a picture that is vivid, and 
is uniformly disposed to sacrifice the delicacies of 
taste on the altar of the imagination. And it is 
the privilege of superior genius, by producing a 
Bew association, to elevate expressions that were 
originally low, and thus to triumph over the defi- 
ciencies of lang^ge. In how many instances 
might this be exemplified from the works of our 
. hnmortal Shakespeare ? 

** Who w^vA^ fardel* bear. 
To groan and rweat under a weary lilb ; 
When he himself might his quictM make 
Withatere&odXrin.^* 

It were eaiy to c»aMt5t,\w»x\ov9k'^^pax«!afc. 
SeetioDi, is piobabl^ suflltaie;nx» "S** 



The old vene. have mem, ^»»»'K" - 

verses. Here they are— 

FAIR JEKNY. 
Seepage 80. 
Tune-** Saw ye my Father:* 

^VlH^re are the joy. I have met in the mo 
That dancM to the lark's early sonr ? 

wSf ifthe peace that awaited my wan 
At evening the wiW-wood. among? 

NO more a winding tlie ^"""f/.^ 7^ ^ 
And marking sweet flowrets so fluv ; ^ 

No^^re I trace the Ug^^t foottte]^ of pi 
But sorrow imd sad-sighing care. 

I. it that summer's forsaken our ijilleys 

And grim, surly winter is near I 
4h« bees burambig round the g» 



Mr. BDBKS M Mr. TROKIOV. 




'* RftTui{^ windi around her blowing*.'* 

Tour Iriah airs are pretty, but they are down- 
right Irish; If they were like the Bank* af Banna 
for instance, though really Irish, yet in the Scot- 
tish taste, yuu mig^t adopt them. Since you are 
so fond of Irish music, what say you to twenty- 
live of them in an additional nuntber ? We coold 
easily find this quantity of charming airs ; I will 
take care that 3rou shall not want songs; and I 
assure you that you would find it the most saleable 
of the whole. If you do not approve of Hoy** tVifi, 
for the music's sake, we shall not insert it. Deil 
tak the VHirs, is a charming song ; so is, Suw ye 
^^y Peggy* ThereU nae luck about the h»U9e^ well 
deserves a place. I cannot say that O^er fhe hilU 
and jhr awoy ttrikei me, as equal to your selec- 
tion. This U ne my ain hou*e^ is a great favourite 
air of mine ; and if you will send me your set of 
it, I will task my muse to her highest efibrt. What 
is your opinion of, / hi9e laid a herrin 4n tawt f 
I like it much. Tour Jacolute airs are pretty ; 

• ^J .1.0..0 ..^ .^.._ >«t.^~. ^^«t.> 1.*.. a 



No. XLVII. 
Kr. BURNS to Mr. THOMSON. 

October^ 1703. 
Tour last letter, my dear Thomcon, was indeed 
len with heaTf newi. Ala*, poor Brskine*! 
be reeollecti<m that he was a coa^utor in jonr 
iblkation, hat, till now, scared me IVom writing 
Jim, <Hr taming my thoug^u on eompodng for 
«• 

I am Ideated that you are reconciled to the air 
the SlwUcer'f W\fe ; thoagfa, by the bye, an old 
:hland gentleman and a deep antiquarian, tells 
it is a Gaelic air, and known by the name of 
l|ger m* ehotu The following rerses, I hope^ 
1 please you, as an linglish song to the air« 

. Thine am I, my fkithful fair, 

Thine, my lorely Nancy ; « 
Sy*ry poise along my reins, 
KT*ry rorinr fknev. 



Lett I die with puM.^ 

What is life when wantioir love ? 

Night without a morning t 
JLove'c the cloudiest tommer ion, 

Mature gay adorning. 



Tour olfaction to the English aong I pnpoM 
for j0hH Anderfn myj0, is eertainly just. Tl 
Ibllowing is by an old acqnaintance of mb 
and I think has merit. The song was ncrcr 
print, wMch I think is so much in your tkw 
The more original good poetry your coUeet' 
contains, it eertainly has so modi the mora wtt 

80N0, 

BT GAVIN TURNBULL. 

O condescend, dear, charming maid, 

My wretched state to view } 
A tender swain to lore betrayM 
• —-• H4»aiMdr, hy you. 



Jlr. GEORGE THOMSON. n 

But how my state is alter'd .' 

Those happy dayv are o'er ; 
For all thy unrelenting hate, 

I love thee more and mpi^w 

O yidkl, illustrioiu beauty, yields 

No longer let me mourn ; 
And tho* victoiioas in the field, 

Thy captive do not seom* 

Let generous pity warm thee, 

My wonted peace rastore ; 
And grateful, I shall bless thee still. 

And lore thee more and more. 



The following address of Tumbuirs to the 
nightingale, will suit as an English song to the 
air, There tvas a liut and the wtu fair. By the 
bye, Tumbull has a great many songs in MS. 
which I can eommand, if you like hia manner. 
PossiUy, as he is an old firiend of mine, I may be 
prejudii^ in his farour; Iqit I like some of his 
pieces very much. 



THE NIGHTINGALE, 
BT G. TURNBULL. 

Thou sweetest minstrel of die grore, 
That ever tried the j^ainttre strain. 

Awake thy tender tale of l»ire. 
And soothe a ppor fb^saken swain* 

For tho* the muses deign to aid. 

And teitek him smoothly to con^laini 

Tet I>elia, ehanaiag, eruel rnai^ 
Itdeaf tohwfenakffAt^inSBa. * 



liitmanorwonum,^,, 
My spouic Nancy? 

If »tisitm the lordly vord, 

service and obedjf «*:^ . 
tni deiert my •©▼'rcign lord, 

«« Sad will I be, w bereft, 

Nancy, Nancy, 
Yet mi tr>- to make a AiR, 
My tpouse Nancy. 

uiwaihopeandtruitinbeaTOi, 

Nancy, Nwcy ; 
Strength to bear It vriU lie glv«^ 

My spouse Nancy, 
well. .ir. fto«^ the rilentd«|d. 



1/t. aBoooE THOioaii, 

Air-'' The Sutar^i DtcHttr." 

Wilt iLoB be my dnrie .' 

Whm lomv wringi ihy goitle ba 

By Ihe irainre of nil H'<1> 




ble weak drinkwr ! yoorgoodop 

^**'i*^^^' ^;lhe\.m probably etch or enj 
in ihc *'^»'^:*** ^ "forui aii humorous 

i, perhtp. «»"^tJ^^J i^an^ and gmcc t 

^Sr^l'^SSTin^'-ldbein^ 

T^^WnHou of the air. mHin 
^^. -What uiin* y^ ^^^^^,, . 

Euinbvrgh? ?^~!^ ,^t U i. «W 

den. K"K*f .^^'^S l*ed. *•* ^ 
wald% aw* »! •*» rV ^^^ are UtUe 

™"'V"i«L DO y^a c^-' i^ ^«^ 



or t^o. 



Ifc OBOROBTHOIOMt. » 

tfti BCI wiib, aad iIiihieIi u nnkimm, !• yet ■ 




to be at a dead stop, until the aiiiei vci, »». . 

Orpheus at liberty ttom the sarage thraldon 
democratic diseords I Alas the day I And w< 
me I That auspicious period, pri'ifiiant with 

happiness of raUUonsf • •••••• 

I hare presented a eopy of your songs ta 
daughter of a much-valued, and much-bonot 
fHrnd of mine, Mr. Oraham of Fintray. I wi 
on the Uank side of the title page, the follo' 
address to the young lady. 



Here, where the Scottish muse immortal livej 
In secret strains and tnnefkil numbers Joii 

Accept the gift{ tho* humble be who gives, 
RicL 's the tribute of the grateAil mind. 

So may no ruillan| feeling in thy breast, 
Discordant Jar thy bosom-chords among | 

But peace attune thy gentle soul to rest, 
Or lot* exutic wake his seraph song. 

*— *- •"•♦*»« In luxury of tears, 

— »- . 



Ur. GEOBOB THOIOOX. 101 

MhUII. 

Mr. TBOMSOX ID Xi. BUimS. 

Xj dUT ar, Edtotar; Jt, IM, JwgBit, 1714. 

I <>■« JM u IpsloKT tot WTtBr ID loiK ds- 
byrd to aekDovM^ th« Ikvoor of yHT lut, 1 
ftu it will Ik u TOO Hf, 1 ihill h*R so mem 
•onp ftnm Plcfcl tiU FnuMa ul >• w* Moidx 
b«it DevenhelCH, I jua Tcry dbinnu to b« prfr 
^ml wiib ibe poray, lad ' >• iko moi ap 
pnnrliei in ■Aicli ynmr mim of Coi)H filhl yoHf 
I Iran 1 ihatl u IbrnKrij be IWqacallr (ntlBcd 




now «»»» -■ —- - - ,^* *Ke foe 1 

CHORUS. 
On the *«w. *'^' 



.A.«J« 



Mmsht liOtt»» 



Ilr. OBOkGB THOMMK. IM 

Pcuc, ihr olin «uid eiUal, 
And bid wiU wir hii n»pi e^ 

And u K bnthcr kindir gmt.- 



I gtrt TOO )>■" ■" ibiMe ifab »iif , tat da il is 




lot know whether yon hare m wiie man or a fool 
tntil you produce him to the world and try him 
For that reason I send you the oflfkprin^ of m] 
)raiu, obtrtiimt and all ; and at sueht pray looli 
)ver them, and forgive them, and baA them*. 
aui flattered at your adopting Co* the jftnee* to tk 
knorvetf as it was owing to me that it ever saw th 
light. About seven years ago I was well a« 
({uaiiited with a worthy little fellow of a clerg] 
iitaii, a Mr* Clunie, who sung it charmingly 
aiul, at my request, Mr. Clarke took it down froi 
his singing* When I gave it to Johnson, I adde 
xonie staiixas to the song, and mended uthf rs, bu 
still it will not do for you. In a solitary stro 
wliioh I took to-day, I tried my hand on a few pa 
toral Unes, following up the idea of the ehoni 
Mbieh I would preserve. Here it is, with all i 
•rudicies and iDperfeatioas on iu head. 



CHORUS. 




To Ibe BUa ■» ekarlj-. 
Ca' (*#, dr. 



ToadVLCIiMfcn'iiileBllann, 
. WIkr u aoondine midnittl koan, 




Onagh** vHtterj'au .• a uv •» .. 
have often regprettrd the waut of decent rer 
it. It i« too much, at least for my hmnble 
muse, to expect that ertry effort c€ hers shal 
merit : still I think that it is better to hav 
diocre rerses to a fkToarite air, thM none i 
On this principle I have all akm; proceed 
the Scots Musical Mnseom, and as that 
aation b at its last Tolume, I intend the lbU( 
song, to the air abore mentioned, for that w« 
If it does not suit yon as an editor, yon n 
pleased to hare rerses to it that you ean li 
fore ladies. 

8HB SAYS SHB L0*E8 ME BEST O! 

Tane-** OiuighU IFater/klU" 

Sae flaxen were her ring lets. 
Her eyebrows, of a darker hae, 

Bewitehingly o*er^arching 

Twa laughing een o* bonnie Une* 

Her smiling sae wyUng, 

Wad make a wretch fVirget his woe 
— »hat treasure. 




Ltt olben Ion Ihe dtf; 

And fJiiHZf ibow H iimnr no 

Tilt aew7 ert, Mnd riling BU 




tluuk, and Justly, tmi. ^. . 
your atteutkm u tlie music*. 

I hare liegun anew. Let me in thU t 
you thiuk that we ought u^retain the 
I think we must retain both the olc 
the first stanza of the old song. I c 
gether like the third line of the first 
cannot alter it to please myself. I ai 
stanzas deep in it. Would you have 
ment to be suecetsAiI mr otherwise? 
** let him in** or not ? 

Did yoQ not onee propose The S 
GeTdie^ as an air fbr jonr work ? I 
lighted with it; but I aeknowled 
mark of its real excellence. I ou' 
Terses for it, which I meant to be 
nate way of a lorer and his mir 
t(^ther. I have not the pleasui 
Sirs. Thomson*s Christian name, i 
afhdd is rather burlesque for sei 
had meant to have made you the I 
of the little piece. 

How do you like the following 
- — «»»« the other day on a lovrij 



ife~GBOKGK -imnisMr. 

9V Dr. Xarmtll. n Xln J^iiy Slalg't 



Oad gnnt jou patienn wiih itii HK^ epbtle I 



No. LTIU. 

Mr. THOMSON u Ur. BURHS. 

I pcrcdrE Ibe iprigbtlr nnw ii dov lUnidut 
■poa her fmoBrlM poet, •bne iiMAfl*fH viU 
■» bccoiiK u ewkiMbig if em. SHe tfi lit 

!t htll n/a'.ii one of ll.e plcRr 




peared uucc u«. ^-. 
merit ; tlierc it little in the conduct of 
or in the dialogue, to interest the audiei 
are chiefly vehicles fur music and pag< 
think you might produce a comic opei 
acts, which would live hy the poetry, a 
time that it would be proper to take e 
tance flrom her tunefbl sister. Part of 
of course would be to our faTOurite Sec 
the rest might be left to the London < 
Storaee for Drury Lane, or Shield i 
Garden; both of them rery able and p 
tieians. I belteve that interest and mt 
are often necessary to ha^e a drama b 
so it may be with the namby pamby tr 
ery scribblers ; but were you to addrv 
ridan himself, by letter, and send him 
piece, I am persuaded he would, for 
of geiUns, gire it a fkir and candid 
cuse me for obtm^ng these hints upc 
sideration*. 



Xb OXOROK TBOIUOX. 



Ul 



un hilf bliod end whottj napU. Tba ftw lin 
I bun (dilFd an uicki«d. 

Pcur Pipdir hu mt Ivnph lent nw nil the niip 
I eipeeled fnun hun, whitb ire in [vniinl rip 
guii aud bautiftiL HiTejoa heudsTm Loiutin 
•nllTitlaii gr Stgniih ain and umgt, jnM pDbliib- 




mil/ «y^«w<^«a . _._ 

pliraent to ray own eapability of ehi 
speaking of the pauit 1 luiye taken, I f 
•elf that my leu will be found equally f 
vulgar eiron on the one hand, and affeet 
on the other. 



No. LX. 
Mr. BURNS to Mr. THOMSOI 

My dear fViend, 19th Octt 

By this morning*! post I haye your ti 
general, 1 highly approve of it. I shall 
leisure, give you a critique on the whol< 
goes to your town by to<lay*s fly, and I 
would call on him and take his opinion i 
yon know his taste is a standard. -Re 
here again in a week or two ; so, plei 
miss asking fbr him One thing I h* 
do, persuade yon to adopt my Atvourit 
burn-wopd, in your selection : it is as | 



Willi Ulb, ud Ion, ud Joj— 
! geuioi of janr book I— an 1 



pathsa. Fqniil to ibe geuioi of janr I 
ml— Whcuntr I wist to ba msn iJii 
is i*nj ; u> ba in kidb diffrFC rqoJ 
vlacr ain t do Tcm imaguw I fivt an 



M TtTT one^ thit, fbr Ui 



AdmcLBi. I pDI orHlf i» > RtiiDcn at •dairiiic 
a flue wouan i ud in prDpenioii to Ibc idDz^bt 
hty of hrr ebarmi, in iinipunioii jvu uv daiigbfr 
cd vilh mr vmci. Tbe lighming of bcr tjc ii 
tbr godbcid uf Funinui, and tbc Kitebery ufbcr 




ii, and toll me if you ou ■•> . 
.inal fkvm which RotlUi Cattle it eoiu|^. 
cf ifcond part, in panieular, for the ftnl two or 
ee ban, it esaetly the old ur. Strathallau^t 
intent is mine : the nnurie it by our right tniity 
id dcterrudly wvlNbc^lovcd Allan Maiterton. De> 
xhthead \% not mine : I would f^vn ten ponndt 
. were. It appeared flnt in the Edinbur^ Her> 
;Id ; and came to the editor of that paper with the 
Newcastlr post-mark on itf. WhUtle o*er the lave 

* The Pcfie will be fbund afterwardt. Thit, and 
the other poerot of which he tpeakt, had appeared 
in Johnton*s Museum, and Mr. T. had enquired 
whether they were our bard*s. E. 

t The rcmler will be enriout to lee this poem, 
to highly praited by Burnt. Here it it : 

Keen blaws the wind o*er Donoeht-head, (a) 
The tnaw drifet tnelly thro* the dale^ 

The Gaber^lunzie lirlt my tneck. 
And shiTering tellt hit wacAi* tale. 

« Cauld it the night, O let me in, 
* -•« rfinna let your minstrel fit*, 
--^•nsr sheet 



tius IS set in tne Museum, m mine ; and was c 
posed on Miss Euphemia Murray, of Linti 
commonly and deservedly called the Flowei 
Strath more 

HoTo long and dreary is the night, I met • 
some such words in a collection of songs s< 
where, which I altered and enlarged : and to pi 
you, and to suit your favourite air, I have tak< 
stride or two acrou my room, and have amu 
it anew, as you will find on Uie other page. 



My Eppie's voice, O wow it*s sweet. 

Even tho' she bans and seaulds a wee ; 
But when it's tun*d to sorrow's tale, 

O, haith, its doubly dear to me. 
Come in, auld earl. I'll steer my fire, 

I'll make it bleexe a bonnie flame ; 
Tour blaid is thin, ye're tint the gate, 

Te ahoold nae stny sae far ftae luune. 

'*Nae hame have I," the minitrel said. 



three ban, i. e«clly ^.;^.'^;^, ^t trurt 

«ocAeA*«d i. not mine -^^r^J^^.^inburgh He 
it were. It «ppi»«red ^^^J^^^ ^^r with tl 
.Id ; «»»d eame to the editor <>^^^^%^ ^ Ur 
Newcastle pott-mar k on itt« ^'*^'- 



. The P.He wUl be f?-*! :^;:f 'Li'SI^ 
the other poem. «' ^^ch 'le.pert.^^^P^ 
inJohnwn'.MaMom^and Mr. *• ™~ ^ 
whether they were our bard •. ** ,j^ -o, 

t The reader wUl be «»™" J^TfjT 
«> highly praised by B«inu. Hewltut 



The maw oAwm meuy ~J[^/^ 
The Gabei4uii»le tifU ■■^"JJJy. 

And iluTerinj tdii !*• '^■■^ ^ 
« Cftold ii the night. Oy* 

And dUma Wt y-^ ■"■"^'^ 
And dims let hii 



i.(4 




CHORUS. 

F«r ok, her Imnelff nightw are kmg g 
And okfher dreamt are eerie g 

And 9A, her reidtw^d heart it eair, 
That*e akeentfrme her dearie* 

Wken I think on tlM Kghtiome ia.f 
I spent wi* thee, my dearie : 

And now what iea« between ms roar, 
Uow can I be but eerie ! 
For ehf &c. 

How slow ye more, ye heavy honfi I 
The jof lets day how dreary J 

It was na sae ye glinted hy. 
When I wa« wi' my dewie. 
For oA, &c. 



Tell me how ybii like this. I diflkr ham yo 
idea of the exprestion of the tune. There is, 
-^•. « •H(.«» Heal of tenderness in it. Ton ttas 



Wr. GEORGE THOMUN. 1 1T 

ThHK SBflbli nnp «Ti>»l me ts dnlb. I Iutc 
■at Ikal eggniMDd sT Ihc linEiagF dni 1 kan of 



^t^ ^^X bud wtfeb nature 
Numbering »V^°^ o* joy « 

Wow througb ^.^^^^. 

A«e»J. .>;^Sf *.„^^ t. W«. tb. toy*. 

While the w» •»" *" 

With •«»*",?tS,„1 ««•»«. 

She oieeu "W """ y«t 
When through my wry" 

Her be«n»iW B^I^I^k « M.ht moA j«Tt. 



.-mm WHS ■ OVOX 

^^■>,w uie authenticity of it, as the )^n 
man who brought it over is a particular acquai 
ance of mine. Do preserve me the copy I st 
you, as it is the only one I have. Clarke has t 
a bass to it, and I intend putting it into the Mu. 
cfti Museum. Here follow the yerses I inteli 
IbriU 



THE AULD MAN. 

Bat lately seen in gladscmie green 

The woodf rejokM the day. 
Thro' gentle diowen tlie laughing flilwera 

la double pride were guy : 
But now our joya are fled. 

On winter Uaatt awa ! y 

Tet maiden May, in rieh array. 

Again ihall luiug them a'. 

But my white pow, nae kindly dioipci 

Shall melt the inawt of age ; 
My trunk of eild, but bun or beild. 

Sinks in time's win**-' — 



of mj eorreipoiiiiuMi« 



No. LXI. 

Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 

Edinburgh, 27th Oettber, 1794. 
I am leniible, my dear fViend, that a genuine 
poet can no more exUt without hia mittreM than 
his meat. I wiih I knew the adorable ike, whoie 
bright ey«i and witching imiki have ao often en- 
raptured the Seottith bard 1 that I might drink 
her tweet health when the toatt to gi^Bg vound. 
Cruigie-burnrr»o0d mast eertainlf be adopted into 
mj family, since ihe U the ol(feet of the aong, 
but in the name of deceney I must beg a new eho 
rui verse fh>m you. Of he lying beymtd tkge 
dearie^ u perhaps a eonsummation to be wished 
hut will not do fbr singfng in the eompany of b 
dies. The songs in yonr last will do you bstin 
credit, and suit the respectiTC airs diarmingly. 
am perfectly of your opinkm, with tespett to tl 

* — wM,^ them inta tl 



1*. S. Pray what do your anecdotes say concen 
ing Maggie Lauder ? was she a real p<'rsoiiage, an 
of what rank ? You would surely spier for her i 
you ca^d ut Amtruther town. 



Vo. LXIL 
Mr. BURNS to Mr. THOHSOIT. 

Nwtmher, 1704* 
Many thanks to yon, my dear sir, for yonr pre- 
sent : it is a book of tlie atmost importance to me* 
I have yesterday beg^n my anecdotea, See. for 
your work. I intend drawing it up in the form 
of a letter to you, which will save me fWmi Ae 
tedious, dull business of systematic arrangement. 
Indeed, as all I have to say consists of nneonne€t> 
cd remarks, anecdotes, scraps of old tonga. See. it 
would be impossible to g^ve the work a begimting* 
a middle, and an end ; which the critics insist to 
be absolutely necessary in a work*. In my last. 
I toU you my olyection to th» •" — 



I'iginal fVoin wiuea aw#i».. — 

"he iccond part, in particular, for the flm two or 

lirec bars, it esaetly the old air. StnUhaUan*i 

i.ament is mine : the murie ii by our right tniitf 

md downrodly wtrll-belored Allan Masterton. De> 

tiochthead is not mine : I would |^v« ten pounds 

it were. It appeared flnt in the Edinbar^ Her> 

aid ; and name to the editor of that paper with the 

Newcastle post-mark on itf. WfUHle cVr the lave 



* The PoHe will be fbund afterwards. This, and 
the other poems of whirh he speaks, had appeared 
in Johnson*s Museum, and Mr. T. had enquired 
whetlier they were our bard*s. B. 

t The reader will be eurious to tee thu poem, 
so highly praised by Bums. Here it is : 

Keen blaws the wind o*er Donocht^ead, (a) 
The snaw drives snelly thro* the dale^ 

The Gaber>lunzie tirls my sueek. 
And shiTerijig tells his waeAi* tale. 

** Cauld is the night, O let me in. 
And dinna let your minstrel fli*. 

And dinna let his winding sheet 

tth o* snftWar 



. g «¥'•• *<*« Bong to which 

this is set in the Museum, is mine ; and was com- 
posed on Miss Euphemia Murray, of Lintrose, 
commonly and deservedly called the Flower of 
Strath more 

How long and dreary is the night, I met with 
•ome such words in a collection of songs some- 
where, which I altered and cnlargped : and to please 
you, and to rait your farourite air, I have taken a 
■tride or two aerou my room, and hare arranged 
It anew, at yon will find on the other pafe. 



My Eppie** roice, O wow it*s tweet, 
Even tho* she bans and seaulds a wee ; 

But wlien it'f tUB*d to sorrow's tale, 
O, haith, itt doubly dear to me. 

Come in, auld earl. 1^11 steer my fire, 
1*0 make it bleeae a bonnie flame ; 

Toor W»»W u ♦«.!- — •— '• 



Trifping o'er the pear ly wwjh 
The yuthful, charming Chloe, 

The feather'd people you might tm 
YerehM all around on every tree ; 
In notei of sweetett melody 
They hail the charming Chloe; 

•Till, painting gay the eaitern tki^ 
The gloriout •«• began to rite, 
Oat-riraU*d by the radiant m 
Of youthftil charming Chloe* 
Lovely wa* the, &c, • 

You may think meanly of this, bnt take i 
at the bombast original, and you will be iur] 
Sat 1 hare made io much of it. I have fli 
my wng to RothemurcheU 12iine; and you 
?Utrke S> comult. a. to the let of the an: foi 



ing. 



• Aee 



T» WT' THE UNT-WHITB L0< 



Ifr. OXOBOX-THOmOII. 
« aaiiin elndt ihs Bmmr lea. 



And *kai ^ velcone dmnmN^wcr 
Hu clwiiT'd Ilk dnnping Utile flawer. 
Well U the bKkttunp waa4-binc bowCT 
M mltrj noaa, mjdeute O. 

mien CtmIiU Uffhtk, v 

Tke wary ■bearer'i tenwwiM mj | 

Tin' rellow wanns fieldi we'll lUtJ, 




of Uk*. Seottiah nuumer, by that geniut Tc 
iVy ; lo hai no pietenalom to be a Scottiil 
tion. Th«re is • juretty £ngUdi wnf by 
in the Duenna^ to thu air, which ii out 
superior to D*Urf^y*t. It begini^ 

** When nhle sight each droopini^ ptentie 

The air, if I nndentand the espremon < 
perly, ii the very natire language of li 
tendemeta, and love. I have again gone 
song to the tune m follows*. 

Mow for my Sugliih sAn^ to Xfancy 
Crtenwotdf ore. 



Farrwell, thou stream that winding (loi 

Around EIixa*t dwelling f 
O memory I spare the oriiel throat 

Within my bosom swelling ; 
Condemned to drag a hopeless ehun 

And yet. in secret laiifi^uish, 



tn, ennax tbohmm. 

Tte bniMiBc ttgh, ih> unweetmf pm^ 

1 knair (km doam^t me Id deffalt, 
Kn wilt, nor cun Kben cu i 
Jul at, Uiu, hw OIK rnrcr. 

The mane of thy Tidee I teud, 

Mar wilt while it eoiliTCd ns ; 

I «w thine er^ jvt natbing ftu^ 



respecting our poesy and music ! I, myself, 
lately seen a couple of ballads sung tLruu; 
ktreets of DumlKei, with my name at the h 
them as the author, though it was the first ' 
had ever seen them* 

I thank you for admitting Craigle-burn- 
and I shall take care to furnish you with 
chorus. In fact, the chorus was not my woi 
a part of some oM verses to the air. If I car 
myself in a more than ordinarily propitioi 
meot, I shall write a new Craigle^um^w— 
ipether. My heart is much in the tlieme. 

I am ashamed, my dear fellow, to make i 
quest; 'tis dunning your generosity; but in 
nient, when I had forgotten whether I was i 
poor, I promised Chloris a copy of your son 
wrings my honest pride to write you thit ; 1 
ungracious request Is doubly so, by a tcdion 
logy. To make you some amends, as too 
liave extracted the necessary Inftirmation 
them, I will return you Ritson's volumes. 

The lady is not a little proud that sh< 
make so distinguished a figure in your eoU< 
and I am not a Tittle proud tliat I have it 



lb. QEOROK THOinOK. 

Hs-LXItl. 
Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BU&NS. 
Mr (Hod lir, H(* Smmbtr 




ft ftiQftLe tdLco. a vuif thof 
iiB HfTCemble Tftriety, but ttw oC 
a tiui form : I wlih 7011 would 




Ko. LXIV. 
Mr. BURNS to Mr. THOMSON. 

\9th Ktvembet 
Ton .ce, my dear sir, v»hat a punemy 
pendent I Bm ; thougliindeed you may ^ 
Sf Ibr the tedium of my letter., a. yon 

?.tter«l me on my ^^^^^^^ ^^ 
ite bobl>y, Mid bare praited the grace of I 

Sig .0 muem that I «u •f'^^Lo A a k« 
F J. in.tMioe. thi. »«>^^KL*i^S^*'? 
m^uet^bicbyon were P^*;*J ^^^^J 

Whttber I »«^ '-^2!!^ 5^^it 
«,y ; but here it ii fbr you, though it 

hooroKL 



afr. OKOUa TBOHBOir. 



Ate Uk> d.T wir ■•net ID ktM, 


SHE. 
Ai n Ike Wiir tbe buddbi nia 

The lore I bew mf WiUf, 


TIm niUer iiui Mid tJoer ikr, 

'rh«l onwu ny hural cu« wi- tor. 






Tell me honeitly how yoa like it ; and p 
wliatevcr you think faulty. 

I am much pleated with your idea of 
our longv in alternate itanzas, and reg^t t 
did not hint it to me sooner. In those that 
I shall have it in my eye. I remember you 
tioiis to the name, Philly ; but it is the c 
abbreviation of Phillis. Sally, the only othi 
that suits, has, to my oar, a vulgarity about i 
anfiu it for any thing except burlesque. 
giuB of Scottish poetasters of the day, who 
brother editor, Mr. Ritson, ranks with me, 
coevals, have always mistaken vulgarity l 
piicity: whereat, simplicity is as much < 
tnn vulgarity, on the one hand, as ftom i 
point and puerile conceit, on the other. 

I agree with you as to the air, Crai^ie^ur 
that a chorus would iu some degree spoil 
feet } and shall eertiUnly have none in my] 
I'd song to it. It is not however a ease i 
with Rttbemutxke ; there, as in RoyU xoife 
ftivalochf a chorus goes, to my taste, well t 



-1 . .% 



-. JO HoT^ vift of AUinlMli. 

"'> I OhMiaoI'OeliMi-wUuliRkh 

-_-,„,„. J J*y'*iriftof AMiTito*. 
Do« Bot Ihe ancim of ihc preBicd irllibW 




I 



^^w^^^ com© «* 












t..m« me tktUi ^ 



Tkon BajHlIni Aw ^U Ian An dear- 
B«l OKB biTS Kkc slas, i^ btr. 



* To (Ua m l i Uii i In llbediancttTDf 4ft*iBk^ 
Ihtt, ■ iTpiT ••> And « Ac pvt af tbe Mr, 
nMnciheKSS. orourtairi,sTMntlriiiif)!Balc 
kasd'Vtitfaig I wUek b dHhUca An nfbmd B 
IB f. 7i of Aii nduiH. Tbc tnoiiudai to (In 

10 lbs paUic, U ImMinUF ; uid If, In to ^mg, 
Tcn to the Air ■Mbomi, A* 




- •«»«.■• su^ifc-vL ucnaa, la nil piaiei, mi$tJ 
riffiire of the ttock and horn. I hare, at 
ti'ii one ; Init it {• a Tery rude instmineni 
toinposed of thrii: parti: the stock, whu 
liiiidir thiirh-boue of a ihi>ep, such ai yoi 
a ii«uttoii.haiD ; the horn, which ii a commi 
laiul cowVhorii, cut ofTat the uualler end, i 
ttiKTtun* be larfpe enough to admit the itv 
puihfd up through the honi, until it be 
the thicker end of thi> thigh-bone; and li 
oaten*revd cxavtly cut and notched like tlu 
you see every vhephenl4My hare, when t 
«tfnii are gret>n and full gruwiu The cec 
made fUat in the bone, but ii held by the Ij 
plM>s loose in the luialler end of the stock 
the slock, with the horn hanging on Hs lar] 
is hold by tht- bauds lu playing. The stock 
ur sevfn ventiges on the upper side, and oi 
vfutige, like the common flute. This of d 
inadf by a man fh>ni the braes of Athole, 
exactly what the shepherds wont tp uae 
country. 

However, either it is not quite properli 
in the holes, or vlu* wc have not the art « 



Ur. OBaSOB THOJtStMr. ur 

I look on njMlf u be ■ kind snm(lKi4niib with 
hiia* * Pride in poHi » nkc tip i" ud I wlkl 9tJ 
Hi Ihu I losk m Mr. Allui ud Ifc Bnrai ts ba 
Uk anlr pnuiDBud mlpuucnsf Scottlih tor 
tame lo ite wgiU. 



Ilr. THOMSOH to Ur. BUHHS, 






d my bead | ike trutk ii, I 
nj ImpadcncB, &> i* 
■lid EDupleu Itf JQV 




noletf of keffMattpmiiMitfoQe,ttiiki»ii 
oBlj rernM&t herMMQi«bi Ike toUkt^ • 
Bat I nikmkt the aitter l» jMi nA tad; 

«il» dMiripdMi af Ae itMk tad hMi^ nA fti 



■MmimMiWftly^rttfriaaf i««<lihiji 



ll*i«f Bw^teOe Iw tt i A 
teib At f«te iMinuiNai yok 
wtBiTM tt Mad Ht Int wMm to 
ytH biliwi It ttfet^jtfvr ktta f M tt— B | 
a mwltti ffptbf A0 Mttdbli dH^Miit «i n 
■ailawlMtftitaftfea ttaatrj tiMji. J4 
mmtk a it am ctf^aUt af aat^hNr^otiM 
aaa iHwilif • A fMwMv aff aaMt iti^ aa WHait 
t« latva iMafitat fai hit y a aa fMr 4iiyii ftii 
%o a d ia tt ca iaf yaarbth^tadthat 
fkhonrfmUa. 
Paaot^Ihtiiiifc 






Mr. OZOROE TROltSOW: 
HV HANIE^S AWA, 



I bcr fRcn mnillv biylte nnon amn 
tow Ike kmbkiDi that faint o'er lia Vao,' 
bird! >irt>te wilaime In Ulu pm itea | 
SB U*> dcl'ightleu-mf Huie'i >*■■ 




in a muItipUeitj of eiRntt in the same t 
pean altogether. For theie three thou 
we, poetie folkt, have been describing 1 
fbr inttanee ; and at the fpringeontinnet 
there mat t toon be a sameness in the in 
•f these said rhyming folks. 

A great critic, Aikin on songs, says, 
and wine are the exclusive themes for 
Sng. The following is on neither subjec 
sequenUy is no song ; but will be allowe 
to be two or three pretty good prose Hk 
verted into rhyme. 



FOR A* THAT AND A* THi 

Is there, for honest poverty, 

That hangs his head, and a* thati 

The coward-slave, we pass him by, 
We dare be poor for a* that } 

For a* that, and a* that, 
Our toils obscure, and a* that, 



Mr. GZOBGZ THOUSOK. 

Te ice TOO Urkie at ■ larir, 

Wb* iiniu uhI ram, ud >■ (hit ; 
Tkougti hundred! wonhip u Ui wixdt 



He k>i>k> Md Uughi Ms' tbM. 
A prince tan mike * bchti bi%kt, 



For >' Ibal, uid ■' Ikct, 
Their di^itk*, vid t* [^1, 

The pilh o' tcDifT md pride o* war 
Are hi^ier ntnki tbu ■> ihii. 




If tboo ref^ite to pity me, 

If thoa skak love anitber, 
Vfhtm jon greea temrtt Ai4e fhM tlie lice 

Aroaqday fimre theyil withv*. 

I^uvweU ! Oo4 Uees y 



No. Lxvni. 

Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 

My deer ^, EMmburgh^^ Mtft Mfoimry, V 

I thank yoa heartily fbr NcnieH mwm, at * 
as for Cmigte^turn, whieh I think a yery eoo 
pair. Your ohtenration on the difficulty of 
l^nal writing in a nvmher of efforts, in the • 
style, strikes me Tery forcibly ; and it has a 
and again excited my wonder to find you ei 
nually sannounting this difficulty, in the n 
delightful soagt yon have tent me. Yoor w<« 



Tune-" Let me in this ae night,** 
O lassie, art thou »leeping yet 

For love has bound me hand and foot 
And I would faia be in, jo. 

CHORUS. 

Oietme in thU ae night, 
Jl^i* oe, ae, ae night : 
F»rpUyU Hike tki* ae tUgki, 
On^t and let me in, jo. 

Thou hew-rt the wuiter wind aad wen. 
Kae star blink, througli the drivinr .leet i 
Tak pity on ay weary feet. 
An- thield me fhie tbe rain, jo, 
ktmein, &c» 

*5>«ee<W kowit, unheeded ft'i: 



^..^ Art 4«d« *•»•* 

Mow tfodfl«»^^j^ |g,M» w"^ 




MllAOiKi 



0-. ..Mwiiak, lU lorg 
jniscne* ; or to hang myself, to get rid o 
like a prudent man (a character congenia 
every thought, word, and deed) 1, of tw 
hav^ chosen the least, and am very dru 
your service* .' 

I wrote you yesterday from Dumfries, 
not time then to tell you all I wanted to la] 
hearen knows, at pretem I hare not capMi 

Do you know an air—I am sore yoo muit 
it, fyis^tl gang nae mair to yan town f I thi 
slowish time, it would make an excellent mi 
am highly delighted with it ; and if yon i 
think it worthy of your attention I hare 
dame in my eye to whom I would contecratc 

As I am just going to bed, I wish yon a 
nig^t. 



No. LXXI. 
Mr. THOMSON to BCr. BURNS. 

2Stk Feinunyt I 



I hare to thant ■»«•• 



.— J- 



iro. Lxxn. 

Mr. BURNS to Mr. THOBttOM. 

Jtf< 

ADDRESS TO THE WOOD-LAB 

rune— « Whert*U btinie Ann liej 
Or, **L9ehefeh Side.^ 

d tuy, fweet wsibUiig wood-lark, itftf , 
Nor quit Ibr me the tremliliBg tpniy, 
A haplen lover courts thy hy. 
Thy soothing, fond comjdaining. 

Again, agaia that tender part. 
That I may catch thy melting art ; 
For surely that wad touch her heart, 
Wha kUb me wi* disdaining. 

Say, was thy little mate unkind. 



!l uc hpmv, Toair Tciy ftrit Mwn, It 



OK CHLORIS BEING UA, 
Tune—" Ji/i mUn O." 



LtKgiltngtAenlglit, 




Their grorei o* iweet lu/.- 
re«kon, 
Where brigkbtemming lummen exi 
fUroe, 
Far dearer to me yon lone glen o* gre 
Wi* the bum stealing under the 1 
broom : 
Far dearer to me are yon humble brom 
Where the blue-bell and gowan lor 
seen: 
For there, Kghtly tripping amang the i 
A listening the linnet, aft wandera ' 

Tho* rieh is the breeze in their gay tu 
And cauld Caied^nid'* blast on the 
\ Their sweet-seeuted woodlands tf 

proud palace. 
What are they ? The haunt o* 
slave J 
i; The sbive's spicy forests, and goV 

tains, 
The braye Caledonian views wi 
He wanders as iVoe as the wiv 
tains, 



lir do 1 ftar Ihii to hvpc ii denied mi 
ur do I fvtr tbu deif«ir iuud abide 
y| the' fell ronaiK thcxild Aile oi u i 



M>i7. rm tbbw «i' ■ puHiD iumcich, 

And ibnd hui ptifhied me Invc o' the deareit ! 

And ihou^rt tbe uifel thai oever ud altrrT 



I. .TUOMSON w Mr. BOTtNS. 

w if my fin, 




How cruel .re the pw^t* 

Who richet only pn»e, 
Andtotheweiathyh^^ 

Poor womitt «?*J*'*®" „^tto 
Me«wWletheh«pleMtoght6: 

Hw hut a d«*i«V»C . i!i«. 

To Aim impeffii* ruin 

Awhile h«ri»toi«>»jj;f* 
xai of eteape detpdnnK* 

»o Aelter or ^^^^.^^ 
She trtt.tt the r^^^. r'l^/ 

80M0. 
Tune-^* Deil tak the twr*." 

J .^».«t nf eoitly fhihiont 
T^ttA Tonder pomp of ^^/^^^ , 



UK 810RSK TMOMUN. 



Shrinkiiis Ihim the (uc at d*]r. 
lA LOTT^ deligfalTuI fbttcn ibe lAuu th 




and nianfu* mischior, wunu, «.. — ^. 
auM, I forrtaw mould form the itriking fi 
of bis disposition, I named Willie Micol, a 
certain friend of mine, who if one of the i 
of a grammar-school in a city which •! 
nameUsi. 

Girc the inclosed epigram to my mucb- 
fViend Cunningham, and tell him that on 
iicsday I go to visit a iViend of his, to wh 
fViendl> partiality in speaking of m*, in a r 
introdiici-d nu. — I mean a well-known militi 
literary character, colonel Oirom. 

Tou do not tt-11 me how you liked my V 
Mng«« Are they condemned ? 



No. LXXVI. 

Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 

13/A Mi 

It gives me great pleasure to find that 

all so well satisfied with Mr. Allan^s pn 

•• - -* ««..,. littk 



THOHROir. I» 

sr my niideruking, whiEh could an b>R bmi 
lukf M TdoI or me ngiin, by ipaikinj of sblifi- 



hippf 10 fiad you u 
tiling. LoiiE jnky it 



Ko, LXXVII. 

r, THOMSON-. 




a^''*^' * W^f hS!in th«B! 



o tih <* "*> *■'• 






Mr. OEOBSX THOtnoM. 



MlK) lai pDor Xnkfaie^ Batfiih Ibm uj fol. 
low. 

I iiuloH Ton ■ Fir ■* tint, aiuf ■' l^mt, vkM 
mi nrrer Id pint: It ii ■ miith nipeitor naf M 
mine. I Are baea laid ttM it «u anpoHd bf 



To Mr. cmnmoHAii. 

3C0TTISM S 

Id Ika gum in frceq, 




O had my ftte been GreenlmiMl mows. 

Or Aftic'i burning xone, 
Wi' man and nature leaguM my fbct. 

So Peggy ne^f ''* known I 
The wretch whaie doom ii " hope dm 

What tongue hit woes can tell I 
Within whaie bosom tare deipair, 

Vae kinder ipiriti dwell. 



SCOTTISH soirc. 



O bonAie wM yon roiy brier, 

That bloomi tae fkr flrae haunt o* min ; 
And bonnie the, and ah, how dear I 

It shaded fVae the e*toin ran* 

Yon rosebuds in the morning dew 

How pure, amang Uie teaves tae green; 

But purer was the lover's vow 

They witnessM in their shade yestreen. 

All in its rude and prickly bower, 

. . . ■ ^. • • 



Ur. OKOKOB THOMSON. 



SfiiH tboii. Lb all Ihy ysiilh (si ckarau, 



SiiKT. th J gtj mam of lift a<erc» 

Cklli cune the tnupeit*! lour ] 
(And ne'er inhftrlDnE*i euleni bli 




gentlenum, but his frteno, wau u^^mm^ .- 
tbU imrodueUon» being an excellent young 
have no doubt be is wortby of all aceeptati 

My eyei bave juit been gladdeiied, anda 
feasted, witb your last packet— Aill of | 
t)iing;s indeed. Wbat an imaginatum is yoi 
is superfluous to tell yon, that I am ddigbf 
all the three song;s, as well as with yoor 
and tender verses to Chloris. 

I am sorry you should be induced to 
whutle and Pit come to ye, my lod^ to the 
line, Thy Jeany roUl venture roV ye, my 
must be pemutted to say. that I do not tl 
latter either reads or sings so well as the 
I wish, therefore, you would in ray name 
the charming Jeany, whoem she be, ti 
line remain unaltered*. 

I should be happy to see Mr. Clarke i 
Ibw airs to be Joined to your Tenet. Bi 
regrets his writing so rery little, as ercry 
knowledges his ability to write welL Pn 
resolution formed coolly before dinner, o 
midnight row made over a bowl of pi 
the bard? 



p. S. TIwtedT'irira'tAaiinda'iilM.kH 



KchLZUX. 

Mr. BI7SNB ta Mr. THOHSOIT. 

ENGLISH 80II0. 




Mr. BURNS to Mr. THOMSOJ 
SCOTTISH BALLAD. . 

Tune—" The Lothian iaatie,^^ 

Last May a braw wooer cam down the U 
And sair wi* hit lore he did dcave mtr ; 

I laid there was naething I hatrd like m 
The dt uce fjoe wi' m, to believe me, I 
The dence gae wi* ni, to belicvu nic. 

He spak o* the darts in my l>onic blaek < 
And vow'd for my love he i»aa dying 

I Raid he might die when he liked, Utt Jt 
The Lord forgie me for lying, for lyii 
The Lord forgie me for lying ! 

A weeVitoeked mailen, himiel for the li 
And marriage aff>hand, were hii proff 

1 nerer loot on that I kend it, or carHl, 
But thought I might hae waur offers, i 
But thought I might hae waur offers. 



Such is the peeoliarity of the rhythm of t 
uir, that I find it impoHiUe to make another it 
za to suit it* 

I am at present quite oeeupied with the ehn 
ing temations of the toodHMh, to hftve dqi 
word to ipare. 



K0.LXXXI. 
Mr. THOMSON to Mr.BURHS. 

M7 dear tir, SdJtme^ IT 

Tour Bngliah renet to Let me In tkie me n^ 
are tender and beautiAil ; and your haUad to 1 
** Lothian laine** it a matter>|rieee fvt iu hnmi 
and naiTet6. The fragment for the CaXedrnk 
Aunf if quited suited to the original mearareof 1 
air, and, as it pkgnes you so, the firagment mi 
eontent it. I would rather, as I said before, hi 
«-j D— K«Mifain words, had it so pteased 



\j Kobby Bumt^ are ye sleeping yet ? 
Or are ye toauking^ I would tcit ? 

The pause you have made, my dear sir, is awf 
Am I never to hear from you again ? I know a 
I lament how much you have been afflicted of la 
but I trust that returning health and spirits w 
now enable yon to retame the pen, and delight 
with your mnaings. I have still about a dozt 
Sc«>tch and Irish airs that I wuh ** married to ii 
mortal verae.** We have several true>bom Irisl 
men on the Scottish Un ; but they are now nati 
raUxed, and reckoned oar own good sut^jects. In 
deed we have none better. I believe I befon 
told you that I have been much urged by aonie 
ftieodi to puhKah a colleetion of all our fhvooritc 
•in and aoiigfl in oetavo, embellished with a nvn- 
hor of etdifaogt by our ingenioits Iriend Alhui ; 
what u yonropiBioB of this ? 



No. LXXXIII. 



M»~ 



HET FOR was Wl' A Tov- 

' Tuiw-" BaUmnuM ««." 

[', CHORUS. 

I* 

iMtg wV a tocher^ 

guintiufor me, 
ft 

*-i. • flower, in tli« mornin 

And wither, the ^^'r^^^W 
But the rapturous chwrm o w.- 

'■ * •''T'Jvenewdeckitwiboni 

t; I Ilk ipnug they're new a 



Mr. GEOllGK THOMSON. 165 

iliing ; the name Chloris— I meant it as the fic- 
titious name of a certain lady; but, on second 
thoughts, it is a high incongruity to have a Creek 
appellation to a Scottish pastoral ballad —Of this, 
and some things else, in my next : I have more 
amendments to propose.— What yoo once men- 
tioned of " flaxen locks** is just : they cannot en- 
ter into an elegant description of beauty^—Of this 
also again— God bless >'ou» I 



No. LXXXIV. 
Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 

Your Hey for a last vff a tocher^ u a most ex- 
cellent song, and with you the suly'ect is some- 
thing new indeed. It is the first time I have seen 
you debasing the god of soft desire, into an anuu 
teur of aeres and guineas.— 

I am happy to find you approve of my pro- 
posed oetaro edition. Allan has designed and 
etched about twenty plates, and I am to have my 
eboiee of them for that work. Independently of 
the Hogarthian humour with which they abound, 
they exhilHt the eharaeter and eostume of the 
Scottish peasantry with inimitable feHcity* In 
this respect, he himself says, they will Air exceed 
the aquatinta plates he did for the Gentle Shep- 
herd, beeauie in the etchiug he sees clearly what 
he is doing, but not so with the aquatinta, which 
he could not manage to his mind. 

The Dutch boors of Oatade are scarcely more 
charaeterifticand natoral, than the Scottish figures 
in those etchings. 

* Our poet never explained what name he would 
have substituted for Chloris. 

Xf9te by Mr, TtMmtm* 



HEY FOR LASS \VX a « 

Tune—" BaUnaiMUO oraJ- 

Awa ^i* your witchcraft o* beauty's alarms. 
The slender bit bt^auty you grjup in your ai 
O, gte me the lass that has aervs o* cliarms, 
O, gie me ib« lass wi* the wet-l-stockit fkrms 

CHORUS. 

Then hey /kr a las* tpr a r«cArr, then hti 

Im*m vtV a tocher, 
T/ten hey J^ a laee vV a toeher ; the nia 

fuineaefor me. 

Your beauty's a flower, in die morning thi 
And withers the fkster, the Taster it grows 
But the rapturous charm o' the boni 

kiiowes, 
Ilk spring tlMyVe new dcckit wi' bonie whi 
They /tey, &e, 

* •Ml «.*en when tins beauty your boiom 

-• *" "iav. when 



Mr. C£ORGE THOInol^. 

llunBI Ihe Hume Chloiii— I muDi it n 



n ilrganl ifcripiiaa <irietatjj-or tbii 



Mo. LXXXIV. 
Mr. THOU SON ID Mi. BURNS. 

ir Uty ftr a lau vf a tacktr 




nme ere i. luue my tyre agMui ; " 
streams I have sat and wept,** almost c 
wrote you last : I have only knoMrn ei 
the pressure of the heavy hand of stcl 
have counted time by the repercussioi 
Rheumatism, cold, and fever, have for 
a terrible combination. I close my ' 
sery, and open them without hope. I 
vernal day, and say with poor Fergusoi 

" Say, wherefore has an all-indulgent h 
Light to the comfortless and wretched 

This will be delivered to you by a 11 
landlady of the Globe Tavern here, 
these many years has been my hom^ff, 
our friend Clarke and I have had mi 
squeeze. I am highly delighted with 
etchings. Woo'd and married and a\ ii 
The grouping is beyond all praise, 
sion of the figures, conformable to t 
the ballad, is absolutely fliultleu pel 
next admire Tumimrtpike. What I 
Jenny taid <• Jocky, Bchides the fem 



Itr. OEOaOX THOIUOM. 



fo. LXXXTL 

r. BORm. 



ifrtfc the lAD^iugc of deapur. Tka tj^out of 
youT nmnkuian, I tnul, will lood lec rm on your 
ftct ii^iii ; uid Ibeo il ii to be he 




b«i&mA«% AAA Va«^^ W«#AA«» ■g%>^Ma^» W «> 

HereV e healthy &c, 

I mourn thro' the gay, gaady day, 
A I, hopeleM, I maw on thy charms 

But welcome the dream o' sweet tluml 
For then I am lockt in thy arms— Je 
HereU a htulth^ &c, 

I guciB hy the dear angel «miie, 
I guess by the love-ralUng e'e ; 

But why urge the tender confession 
'Gainst fbrtune*t fell eruel decree—. 
Here** a health, d'c* 



No. LXXXVIIL 

Mr. BURNS to Mr. THOMS( 

This will be delivered by a Mr. Lew: 
fellow of uncommon merit. As he is 
or two in town, you will have leisure, i; 



will (Lank f<tu Tar tidifr xhe Dri^iuU, or copki*, 

wn^ tliwi of ten olheniijE. I h»VE gnn hope! 
1k»t ihe gienid influmce of ihe ipprouhing mnt- 
mer will wi mc ts rig-hu, but u JM 1 eaiout 
hsut of Hiurning hnlih. I 'biTC dow mi»n w 
beline tlul aj campbiu ii i flfiDg taut : » ind 

Do kt me know how ClegtHrn it, iib4 maen^ 

b« nt^ ID hiiB. 

Tlrii ihouU hin betn deHrend in Tvn > nanth 
flgo. I lun itlll vrr; poorly, but iliaiild Uke mu'fll 




Jl Paired mtiid m Devon bankt^ 

f ■ Chnjftal Dev9n, winding Droon^ 

ill ■ jVtlt thou lay thatfrvtvn nsidty 

^\ And smile at thou rcere roont to do 



?! Full well tliou knowe»t I love tliec de 

J! Couldst thoM to malice Knd an t-ar ! 

i 1 O did not love exclaim, " Forbear, 

Nor use a failhfiil lover so." 
Fairest maidf 0T. 

Then come, thou Ihirest of the ftilr, 
Those wonted tmilet, O let me share 
And by thy beauteous self I swear, 
No love but thine my heart shall kno 
Fairest maid, &c.* 



r. 



• 1 hese verus, and tlie letter cnclosin 
are written In a character that marks th 
state of Bums' bodily strength. Mr. S> i 
opinion that he could not have betn in 
gir of a jail at Dumfries, where certainl 
many firm fViends, nor under any such i 



^y Mrs. Hy7lop iTave"^, ''""' ^^^^^^richoly' ]l\ 

?nan„er I could ond.avo.„Mo n.V'"-'""''"^ '" ^' 

^nff'. .Vain and aeain i , ?'"''''' ^"'"- ""« 

omr, but the recoJlfc L 'r"^''^ "'^ ^ I>^<^"»ia 

on this subject, and the r ^"^ ^"^ >'°"'- »<^tt. 

dependent spu^tr tctd "' "'^ "f "^^'"^ J-^"' i 

you heartily. theWfor^ ^^I^^^^^^^ I thar 

letter of the l2ih, aiidwhh '^"»"»«- of yo, 

I draft for the v?^ ^^ ^^' P'«««re inCo. 

Vould I were chanZCl/.F""^'^ •^»«'''n« 

'or one day, for your ^,"^ ^*^ exchequer bj 

^ray, my g-ooU sir i« :• 
>u«er a voIun,e of p'oelr^^p'^^lr"*^'^ ^'*' J"**" «< 

f rary friend' n.ight TfoJjT '**'""''' •«">« 
lect and arrange from ^ '^^'^ *''<> '^ouW 

ke upon hi. th": caTo/xr rT' •"" 

nc It could be advertised f. i \.?" **** "»««« 
■Option. Do not shun .r? ^"'^"^»^*' «»rsub. 
^ >«lue of yourir - '"'^-"'' "^'"^"'"^ 
^^J the inid by'^Xerip^or^Tr^X''"^ 

dear Burns, and do no TecLon tl"^. "'^ ^"^ 
h my advice. You aie inn .? ^^^ »ntm«ve 

-Pectand Aienlhri^^LTi^'l^^-' of 



m ihe bepDniiir of the jvw ITBT, ■Dothn' 
mrk bid comnKHed u BdinbDr(h, cnliilnl, TAc 
ami Muiinl Mutnm, nixluctcd bf Mr. JuKt 
JohnKD 1 the al^rci oT whieli tu id unite die 



vppeKred and dT h 



Jk u> hMTc rondilKd tton 
in thai TolBBa, wbkk mi 
ud DOC tbongbt by UoivelC 
a bii wurkt. 11w wcond 
«»|«lnsof ITia, IDd «■>- 




"Well you know how much yon g 
Cruel charmer, can you go I 
Cruel charmer, can you go I 

By my lore lo ill requited ; 

By the fkith you fondly plighted 

By the pangs of loven tlighted ; 

Do not, do not leave me so I 

Do not, do not Icaye me so ! 



STRATHALLAN'S LA 

Thickest night o*erhang my dwell 
Howling tempests o'er me rare 

Turbid torrents, wintry swelling. 
Still surround ojy lonely cave f 

Crysul streamleu gently flowing, 
Busy haunts of base mankind, 

Western breezes softly blowing. 
Suit not my distracted mind. 



soM'GS. iTr 

THE YUUNG HIBHIAin} ROVER. 

Tune, " lamg." 
Lodd blAW the thiity bnflEev, 



RetDin kiin ul 
Andbojude Canlfr^uffdim 



ing; tugfalud raver 

beUa inrdeo i 

Btnthiper, 




A IMi^l 



o were I on r*™"""!!;™ ' 

»»» ««teh poetic tkiii* 

That I n»»8?^**Tl?Viove thee. 
To nng how dear 1 love x- 

But Kith maun^-y---.;:S?; 
^^^xTwnTbow Sean love thee. 

Then come. .weetmn-eto^P^^^^^ 
vor a' the lee-lanf .unmer. day 
yor a "» -oudnaiay. 






I LOVE MY JEAN. 




Fareweel, fkreweel I tweet Baiiocttn 



WILUE BREW'D A PECK O 

O, Willie brewM a peck o' nuiut. 
And Rob and Allan eam to tee ; 

Hiree blyther hearts, that lee-bng nig^ 
Ye wad na find in Chiittendie. 

JVe are naffu, vteWe nae that/ov, 
ButjuH a drafpic in our e*ef 

The cock may craw, the day may da 
And aye we^U toHe the bmrley bre* 

Here are we met, three merry boyi. 
Three merry boyi I trow are we ; 

And mony a nig^t we're merry been. 
And mony mae we hope to be 1 
IVe are nae/ou^ &c. 

It it the moon, I ken her horn, 
That*t bliiikin in the lift tae hie ; 



THE BLUE-EYED lASBIi:. 




Where Uuttbkin* wtntoD thro* du 
Tho' wanderiBf now, matt be mj d 

Far fVoni thy bonnie banki mad h 
M«7 there my latest hoars contume, 

Amaii; the ftiends of early dayv ! 



sons ANDERSON U 

iTohn Anderson my jo, John, 

When we were first aeqnent, 
Your looks were like the raren, 
i Tour bonnie brow was brent s 

r But now your brow is bald, John, 

Your locks are like the saftw ; 
But Messing on your frosty pow, 
John Anderson my Jow 



■ 





■ * 






John Anderson my jo, John, 
We clarab the hill the^tber; 

And mouy a canty day, John, 
We're had wi» ane anither: 



TAM Gl£N. 



Jobn Andenon, m; j 



JJ fuar 9'ta, John, ind why tbould 




!t 

* ; 
I 

;i 



John Andmoii, my jo, John, what 

itgie, 
To see me vaaaij tprouU, John, spi 

you and me. 
And ilka lad and las^, John, in our 1 
Makes perfect heaven here on cart! 

Ion my jo* 



John Anderson^ ^y J9% John^ when 

I Tour lockt were like the rcro^n, you. 

, , was hrent ; 

f But now your head^s tam*d bald, 7e 

[ are like the tnow^ 

I '• Yet blessings on your fi'osty powf J 

* my Jo. 



John Anderson, my jo, John, fVac 
we're past. 

And soon that year maun come, Jol 
r ' us to our last : 

j But let nae that affVight us, John, o 



««■»'««•■ «^»«M /*.»«« 



ill Ik dance like Tun OkBl 

bewire o' saung men ; 
le wy^ to drccin nr, 
think at a' rum OIni ■ 



The nuBzn »iih «hieh ibi> lenj. inHTtnl bj 
Meim. nnih and Riid, twgini, it tbc dwriii of 
the old Hmg niider ihit liik i and tiionj[h pcrf^t- 




■^ Yqx thrice I drew ane without fkilinp, 

ii , Aud thriee it wai written Tain Gle 

. The last Halloween I wni waukin, 

. ' My droukit sark-ileeve, at ye ken ; 

V nil likciieM cam up the house itaakiii 

\^ >■ Aud the very grey Urecks u* Tain G 

'• Come coiiniel, dear Tittie, don'l tarry ; 

1*11 gie you my bonnie black hen, 
Gif ye will advise me to murry 
« The lad I lo*e dearly, Toiu Glen. 



MY TOCUEK'S THE JEV 

O mcikle thinks my luve o' my beauty 
And meikle ihinki my lure o* my ki 

But little thijiks iny luve I ken brawlie 
My tocher*s the jewel lias eharms fu 

It*s a* for the apple he*ll nourish the ti 
It's a* for the hiney he'll cherish tlie 



GnH U the day axtd viitk't ths i^^t, 
Bdi well neVr ftr»7 fiir ftau o' H(lit, 
Par lie ud ImBd^ itan *b4 moan. 
And UadB-nd wIbc>> the rUng (un. 

TUr guUnifr itumt rt> lovfn, tAc Insi 

Tin gulffuiA; mini IA< (steIr, and fr 



And tempd&fblk duud trtht and ftan; 

F« ilkn DU Ihit '■ dnnk 'i ■ Ind 
Then gaUwtfe Muni, ire. 




mi croM bim, and wrack hiin, until 
him, 
And then his auld braw wiU b 
pan* 



THE BONNIE WEE T 

Bonnie wee thing, eannie wee thing 
Lovely wee thing, wai thou mine 

J wad wear thee in my bosom, 
licst my jewel I should tine. 

WishAilly I look and languish 
In that bonnie fsce of thine ; 

And my heart it stouiids wi' anguisi 
Lest my wee thing be na mine. 

Wit, and grace, and love, and beaut 
In ae constellation shine } 

To adore thee is my duty. 
Goddess of this soul o' mine ! 
Bonnie vfCCf &c. 



sosaa. 

TbtJ •nwl mc Hir, inl hind b 



A g\tib If lin-, ■ cbnt 

Wu left me hr ny I 

A\ kilh gr kio I nn-d n 



Tley'll hur me w«t ■ wnlihr "kT, 
Tha' 1 jnyael hue pleoty, Tud ; 




Wi* ima* to lell, and leu to biif, 
Aboon distress, below enry, 
O wba would leave this humble itatf 
For a* the pride of m' the g^reat 1 
Amid their flairing, idle toys, 
Amid their cumbrovs dinsome joys 
Can they the peace and pleasure fee 
Of Bessy at her spinmng whed ? 



'^^j 



COUNTRY LASS 

In simmer when the hay was mawn. 

And corn waved g^en in ilka ft 
While daver blooms white o*er the 

And roses blaw in ilka bield ; 
Blythe Bessy in the milking shiel. 

Says 1*11 be wed, come o*t what « 
Out spake a dame in wrinkled eild, 

O* gude advisement comes nae ill 

Its ye hae wooers mony ane, 

And, lassie, yeVe but young ye k 



JW Boikie-Kleil and ■' k 




1. 



Mot the little sporung^ i»u7, 
All beneath the limmer moon ; 

Not the poet in the moment 
Fnncy lightens on his e'e, 

Kens the pleasure, feels the rapture 
That thy presence gies to me. 



THE POSIE. 

O luve will venture in, where it daa 

seen, 
O lave will renture in, where wiadi 

been; 
Bat I will down yon xiver rore, ama 

sae green. 
And a* to p«* a posie to my ain de 

The primrose I will pu'. the firstling 
And I will pu* the pink, the emblem 
For she*s the pink o* womankind, 
without a peer ; 
And a* to be a posie to my ain dea 



TIh hntbom I trill pn', *i' It* Inckt •* tUkr 

Where, like ui mgd bub, ft itukdi u break «* 

But the HiiEiler*! oeit wilhiA 1^ Mih 1 wiana 

And •' u be > pmie U) nj lia dur VtJ. 

Tlie woafbtne I will pa', wben ibe e'miiig Mn 

ADd ibe di*nanl^l]np> o> den iluD be ber >■«■ 

Meeleu) 
Tbc Tialet'i for madenj', vfaick wed ihe Ik") M 

And t' ID be upodetiriiiy luiilcarMlr- 




t ^uM .town » «!«« " J ai„. 



r 

"I 

'«■ 



i.hc's bowl»oog»»'d •*** • ^jd shorter; 



V . •• She'. bow.nu«8- - hand-breed«Y;" ^ 



■r ttm md Tflt ibe lAgia <n» ) 



GI,X>OM¥ DBCEHBBB. 

Ana m*ir I bul !>>«> dxin glocmT Dccemba I 







Aruauufi 



SHE'S FAIR AND FA 

She't ftir and fan«^ that omiet my ti 

I lo'ed her miekle and »"/? 
She*, broken her vow, fcbe't broken n 

And I may eVn gae hanf . 
A coof cam in wi' rowth o gear, 
And I hae tint my deare«t dear. 
But woman is but warld's gear, 
8ae let the bonnie U«» gang. 

,,^,^.er ye ba that woman love. 

To thi» be ncwr blind, 
Nw ferHe tii tho' fickle the prove, 

A woman baiH by kind : 
O woman, lovHy won«n ftdr ! 
An angtl form', faun to thy iharc, 
^ad been o'er meikle to gien the 

I mean an angel mind. 



noD •toelpdon, nhgic cdw nNondi An' ttw 



1 ctMi^ jov ttUmrti not mr ilnmberuc f^ 
Haw loftf, iwtel Afton, thy nrifhtniuTiiig ] 



Hdv pleannt thf baulEt lad gnea nlLeri belmr, 
WtKie wUd in Uk wivdUivli Ac prinmei Udw I 
Tkcn oft u miU cnniiig •«p> orcr Ibe ka, 
Tbe iwttt-nenKd birk ihadet m; Umtj ud nc 




Qi <»<«<■ wuviuuiinii 



I adore my boimie BeU. 



THE GALLANT WJ 

Where Cart rini rowin to the tea. 
By mony a flowV and ipKadinr ti 
There live, a lad, the lad for me. 
He M a galhmt wearer^ 

CJ I had wooen aught or nine. 
They g^ied me rings and ribbons fin 
And I waa fear»d my heart woaM t 
And I gied it to the weaver. 

My daddie signM my tbcher-Land 
To gie the hul that has the land. 
But to my heart I»ll add my hand, 
And fiw it to the weaver. 

While birds rejoice in leafy bowen 
W!l! ^* ***"8^^' « "P^n^nS flow 



.FOB THE SAKE OF SOHEBQ 



Mr kan li nir for mnbod. 
I onM vik* k iriDtBr laitlit 
rorlbe like or KHuelwlT. 




Tluit ne'ter did wrong to tluoe or Uie«* 



A MOTHER'S LAMENT FOR THE 
OF HER SON. 

Tune—** Finlaytfn Hwae^ 

Fate gave the word, the arrow sped. 

And piercM my darling** heart : 
And with him all the joyi are fled 

Life ean to me impart. 
By cruel hands the sapling drops, 

In dust dishonour'd laid : 
So fell the pride of all my hopes, 

My age*s fkiture shade. 

The mother linnet in the brake 
Bewails her ra^ishM young ; 

So I, for my lost darliug*s sake, 
Lament the lively long. 

Death, oft I've feared thy fbtal btow. 
Now, fond, I bare my breast, 

/\k An •K«».< Irlniilw la«r mtt InW 



Cu pqth ftbout^ejorumi 

Awl beic'i » tlim tini wM ui 

Mir ■' Uut'i glide null oVi 



O WAT YE WHA-S IK TOM TOWN. 



1 c'cnini lun ii lUiiinf on. 

•pU down ran gtj fcn ibmr, 
wftodoi by Tvo ipKAdlnf tm ; 
eic T^ flow'n ifau rDond htr bUir, 




HU setting vmm ^ *-. . 

If angry ffcte ii sworn my <!»«, 

Andiufferinr* am^fT^f ^ ^ » 
I cweless quit aught else helowi 
But spare me, spare my Lucy dear. 

Vat While lifc'« dearett Wood it warm, 
'•irSTught fh.e l-r-haU ne'er dep« 

And she-a. fairest is ^^e'/«'"?^. , 
She has the truest, kindest hewt . 



A BfJ>, BBD EOBB. 

O my lure^s Hke a red, red roi«, 
That's newly sprung in June ; 

O my luve's like the melodie 
That's sweetly playM in tune. 



i As ftur art thou, my honnic last, 

-\ So deep i* luve am 1 1 



•i . 




Till ■' Ike Ku gmg irj, nf dear. 
And Ibc nclu meli wi' Ac isn : 

I will Idr ihH iiill, nj dnr, 
VUk the n»l> o' Utt iWU nn. 



m ten ihonand miie. 




jpmiu, 



t The taered poiyLiberty I 

;:\ -^nd fVae hii harp sie «trainB did Ai 

^^ Might rousM the ilumbMng dead 

P But oh, it wai a tale of woe, 

'f A» crer met a Briton*i ear 1 



i\ He sang wi' joy his former day, 

i^ He weeping waiPd his hitter times 

*■ Bot what he said it was nae play, 

1?. I winna ventur*t in my rhymesf. 

it • Variation, Now looking over firt 

Her horn the pale-l 
rear'd; 
When, lo, in form of i 
A stern and stalwai 
pear^d. 

+ This poem, an imperfect copy < 
printed in Jobniion*8 Museiim, is hen 
the poet's MS. with his last correc 
scenery, so finely described, is taken i 



(Mgin iu beiiiB onutHd. Oar pset'i pn- 
nppnwd ibe •one nf LUcrrir, pcikipc 
ictly Ibr hit irpuHition. It tatj bt qae»- 
■hether, GTm inlbc irvanrmoT hit fmiua, 
I of povtry could hive beon fonnd worthr 
MDtdeur And toktJuiitT of lliii pn|ttrfr 




i 



JOHN BAKLETCOBN*. 
A BALLAD. 




Like a rog^ue fur for^rie. 

VIII. 

They ]aid him down upon hit hi 
And eudg^'jrd him fUll tore ; 

They hung him up before the st 
And tutn'd him o^er and o*er. 

•IX. 
They filled up a darksome pit 

With water to the brim, 
Th«y heaved in John Barleycorn 

There kt him sink or swim. 



They laid him out upon the floor 
To work him farther woe. 

And still, as signs of life appeared 
They tossM him to and fto. 

XT. 
They wasted, oVr a scorching flai 

The murrow of his boues ; 
But a miller us'U him worst of all, 
. For he crujL'd him between tw€ 



Then lost nil way, w! •— t 
Hchunsittothewa%in*n. 



VI. 



Then if«Hfi«»<"» •J?" "P ^ 
VhenSW»«r«meekheM»pl' 

Conform t. gotpel »»^' "^• 
B,tat Stephen'* boy. « JV™« 



'P I Idsi'dher owre andowre ftgain 

Amang the rigs o* burley. 



i 



f 

v.? 



in. 

I lockM her in my fond embnee ; 
Her heart wm besting rarely i 
^*^. My bleidngi on that happy plaee, 

%' Amang the rigi o' barley I 

^. But by the moon and ttan so bright, 

S».' That ihone that hoar m clearly I 

p 'r 8he aye shall bless that happy night, 

: f ;! Amang the rigs o* barley. 

Ik IV. 

Xhaebeenblythc wl* comcadeidear; 






L> • I hae merry drinkin ; 

I -C I hae been joyft*' gath'rin gear; 

f . I hae been happy thinking: 

i But a' the pleasures e'er I saw, 

* ;■ Tho* three times douWM fhirly, 

? .,' That happy night was worth them a', 

i ■"* Amang the rigs o* barley. 

[ % CHORUS. 



'Till the silent ««*»» •»"::, ™"'' 
I'll «a.p thy wmiit, and. fondly prett, 
sS^ar bow I love tl»ee *,early i 
,« Kot vernal .boVr. to budding flow r,, 

fl Not autumn to the ftrmer, 

5: So dear can be a. ibou to me 

My fair, my lovely charmer! 



^ ^ SONG. 

«■ ■- ■ Tune, " Afy J^cn*** 0." 



I. 

Behind yon hills where Lugar» flow.. 
•M%ng moor, and mo-e. m««y. O. 
Tbewimry.untbedayha.elo.M. 

jf And I'll awa to Name, O. 

^' II. 

The we.tlin wind blaws loud an' .bill; 
^^he night- . bahh mirk and «iny, O 
ButimgetmyplaJdan;outIll^.te.l. 




*'* 



• t 



And riches ttUl may flee them, O; 
An' tho' at lait they catch them ftrt, 

Their heart! can nc»er eiyoythem, o 
*" Green gr 

III. 
Bat gic me a canny hour at e'en, 

My arms about my dearie, O, 

An' warly carts, an* warly men. 

lHay a' gang tapsalteeric, O \ 

Crfrvn gi 

IV. 

For you sae douw, yc sneer at this, 
Ye're nonght but senseless, asses, O : 

The wisest man the warl* e'er saw. 
He deaily lov'd the lasstt, O. 

Green i 

V. 

Auld natufe swears, the lovely dears 
Her noblest work she classes, O : 

Her prentice han' she try'd on man, 
. • .1..^ .Vtt «n*fl<> the lasses. O* 



f ' VL 

,, ; BIy the w«ukeii, by the d,if,., Sj 

i^ I And mount, .nd ring, on SS^,^ 

•And maun 

\i ' Come. Wint^'r «,;.!. ...s^' 









SdNG. 
Tune, •'jiuiin /•...!. 



a now hu left Ibe » 



Aloni: Ihc lonclf buiki of ifyr. 



imn DKniiu bcr riphul^ on 
winur'i nngc (otb | 

the toavting tempeat A7: 




•jTie cruel i«w« u*n»«.— — — 
■ ' i^ A boundleti oec«n't roar : 

X But boundlew oeeans, roarmg wide, 

'.. \ ' Between my love and oie, 

' * ' They never, never ean divide 

My heart and wul ftom thee ; 

>i- FareweU, fliTCwell, Elixa dear, 

The maid that I adore 1 
* A hoding voice it in mine ear, 

" We part to meet no more I 

•' But the hitt throb that leave, my hea 

While death ttands victor by, 
That throb, £/txa, i« t>»y P*^ 
And thine that latest ligh ! 



THE FAREWELL, 

j To the Brethren of Su Jamet 

\ / . TARBOLTON. 



And by that hieroglyphic bright, 

Which none but craftsmen ever saw .' 

Strong' mem'ry on my heart shall write 
Those happy scenes when far awa' ! 

III. 

May iVcedom, harmony, and love, 

Unite you in the grand design, 
Beneath th* omniMJent eye above. 

The glorious Architect divine I 
That you may keep th* unerring litie, 

Still finng by the plummet^* law. 
Till 9rder bright completely shine. 

Shall be my pray'r when fiir awa*. 

IV, 
And you fkrewell ! whose merits daim^ 

Justly, that highest badge to wear! 
Heav*n bless your honoured, noble name, 

To masonry and ScoHa dear I 
A last request permit me here, 

Yfhcxk yearly ye assemUe a*. 
One rounds I ask it with a tear. 

To him, the bard thafsfar awa*. 



But a club of goim *«.... 

And a bottle like this, are my glory aim 

III. 
Here pallet the sqnire on hii broAer— hu hn 
There eentnm per ceiitam, the eit with hit i 
Bet lec you the crewn how it wares in the i 
'llicre a big«>belly'd bottle itill eatei my ean 

IV. 

The wife of my boiom, alai ! the did die ; 
For sweet comolation to church I did fly ; 
% found that old Solomon proved it fiiir. 
Tliat a big^bcl)} *d bottk** a cure fbr all ear 

V. 

1 once was penoaded a venture to make ; 
A letter inforin'd me that all was to wr«.*ck 
Rut the puny old Jandhird jukt waddird u 
With a j^lorious buttle that ended my ean 

VI. 

•' I/iii's cares they are comforti*"— • mt 
down 
».- ha„i^ ^hat d'ye call him, tkat 



f'i 



F 



Walter*!.— On Friday, the 10th of Oc 
I ' at Frian-Cane, the whittle was onee 

' . tended for, as related in the ballad, by 

Sir Robert Lawrie of Bfaswelton ; Ro 
^ ' Eiq. of Olenriddel, lineal descendant 

J acntadye of Walter Riddel, who won 

and in whose IVunily it had continued 

andcr Fei^usspn, Esq. of Craigdarro 
• " deseeoded of die g^reat Sir Robert; 

gentleman carried off the hard-won 

the fiehL 

I sing of a whistle, a whistle of woi 
I sing of a whittle, the pride of the w 
Was brought to the court of our good $• 
And long with Uiis whistle all Seottam 

Old Loda*, still meing the arm of 1 
The god of the botde sends down Aon 
**Thi8 whistle's your ehalleage, to S 
: ' o'er. 

And drink them to hell, sir I or » 
'• '• morel" 



II, tbe mpby hu giiuM ; 



Thui Rabnt, f> 
-Which Bsw IB hii 
'Till three BDMa eb^ftniiu, uul ill of hii b 



CraifduToeh, to ^moDi fbr vit, worth, an 
And inuiy Oknnddcl, h ikllM in old ni 
And fillui Sir Koberv dBcpmd ia old 

CnigdunKh begin, stih ■ issjuc ii 

oil. 

Derinng: Gbenriddd to yieht up thr ipail 

OrUK hs wmU mantt ikc hcodi of ih< 

And once non. in duet, try which wm i 







Gay pleasure ran riot at bumper* n 

i' BriBht PhoBbui ne'er witneiiM to joyo 

' And vowed that to le»ve them he was q 

'TiU Cynthia hinted he'd see them ne: 

Six bottle, a-piece had well wore o 
When gallant Sir Robert, to fimih th 
TumM o'er in one bumper a bottle oi 
And .wore 'twa* the way that their a 

Then worthy Glenriddel, .o eautic 
Ko longer the warfkre, ungodly, wou 
A high-ruling elder to walJow m ww 
He left the foul butinew to folk, lew 

The gallant Sir Robert fbughthai 
But who can with ftte and quart bun 
Though fiite Mid-a hero should p« 
So uprosebrightPh<Ebu..*nd dowal 

Next up rose our bard, like a propl 
« Craigdarroch, thoult .oar when 

■ink! 
_ . •« .1 _<««1ji Aniiriali immorta 



•l ■< 



SONOS. 133 

CALEDONIA. 

Tm^^ ailnlnian Hunt', itiigil." 

Tkal htvtt GftledoDiB, the chier qf ber lioei 
71*0111 ignc vt yonr Dorthcrn dciliet tpnmg, 
(Wbo koDwi not ilHt hriTc CiJrdoniii'i diTiu ^ 



Alunbkiii in pence, ■»• * lioB in mr, 

- Tbe pride of htr kiodfed, tbe bnuurt gn* : 

B« (fuKUiK, aU OdiiiilriumphutJT ■won,'-- 

■WboeVr ikatl pnnke thee tb' taeoia. 







-With I hupilf Tlto^ 







v4»,.^r!!:r7af ^f? 



'^^twa*-^*-^ 




The* «»1P»;^ . . 



Or ware ye at the Sherra-mulr, 

And did the battle see, man?" 
I saw the battle sair and tough. 
And reeki„.red ran mony a sheueh 
My heart for fear eae ^LchV^ ' . 
To i.«o.. .K , . ^ sough for sough. 

o' d2 f '*'"'^!.' '"^ '^'^ '"^^^ <^^"d* 

Wha fflaam'd at kingdom, three, man. 

They ru.h»d and p«.h'd, «id bi;odT«tg„,h« 
And mony a b«,k did fa', man : ^ ^ 
ma great Argyle Jed on hit fiJe« 
I wat they^oed twenty mile. I 

^i "^ '*^'*'' ^**'*^ <««d 'WO 
And thru' the; dMh»d, and hew'd and «»«A'd. 
Till feymen died awa, man. • ^^^ ^ 

But had you seen the philibeg.. 



My siiter Rate cam up the gate 

Wi* crowdie unto me, man ; 
She swoor she saw some rebels ran 

Frae Perth unto Dundee, man : 
Their left-hand general had nae skill, 
The Angus lads had nae good will 
That day their neebors' blootl to spill ; 
For fear, by foes, that they should lote 
Their eogs <f brose ; all cr> iog wocf, 

And so it goes, you tee, man. 

TheyVe lost some gallant gentlemen, 
Amang the Highland clans, man ; 

I fear my lord Panmure is slaip, 
Or fallen in whiggish hands, inmn : 

Now wad ye sing this double fight. 

Some fell for wrang, and some for right ; 

But mony bade the world gude-night ; 

Then ye may tell, how pull and mell. 

By red claymores and muskets knell, 

Wi' dying yell, the tories fell, 
And whigs lu hell did flee, man*. 



* This was written about the time on 



• V> - 1. I I. 



SONG. 



miMn lie gitn tai inthy. Q, 
AbttB theplain aac raihy, O, 

Ti tin; fny highltni lattlt, 0. 

wm yon liiUi nd nlltrt mine. 

1 bear Dj highland ]uile» O. 





Farewell the plan *ae rushy, u / 
To other land* I nvw mutt go 
To sing my highland te**fc, 0* / 



ADDRESS TO A LAD1 

Oh wert thou in the eauld blast, 

On yonder lea, on yonder lea j 
My plaidie to the angry airt, 

IM shelter thee, VA shelter thee : 
Or did misfortune^s bitter storms 

Aronnd tliee bUw, around thee blav 
Thy bield sliouW be my bosom, 

To share it a', to share it a'. 

Or were I in the wildest waste, 

Sae black and bare, sae black and h 

The desart were a paradise. 

If thou wert there, if thou wert the 

Or were I monarch o* the globe, 
Wi* thee to reign, wi* thee to reign 
$i *-, The brightest jewel in my crown 



■/ 



•-r 



' THE DUMFRIES VOLUNTEED 



rUc Nllh >ImU run to Cnnincan', 
And Criffel link in Solrtjt, 

On Brilidi gniuiiil 0> rtllj ! 

foil de rail, in. 







SO^''' 












SONQS. 243 



And eaten like a wether-liag-gis ? 
Jrain, coram, dago. 

Is he to Abram's bosom gane ? 

IgOy & ago. 
Or Iiaudin Sarah by the wame ? 

Iraniy coram, dago, 

"Where'er he be, the Ix)rd be near him I 

Igo^ & ago. 
At for the deil, he danr na steer him, 

Iram, coram, dago. 

But please transmit tV enclosed letter, 

Igo, & ago. 
Which will oblige your humble debtor, 

Iram, coram, dago. 

So may ye hae auld staues in store, 

Igo, & ago. 
The very stanes that Adam bore, 

Iram, coram, dago* 

So may ye get in glad possession, 

Jgo, & ago. 
The coins o' Satan's coronation ! 

Iram, coram, dago. 



THE LASS Of BALLOCHMYLE. 

'Twas even— the dewy fields were green. 

On ever^ blatde the pearls hang* ; 
The zephyr wantoned round the bean. 

And bore its fragrant sweets aiang : 
In every glen the mavis sang, 

All Nature listening seemed the while, 
Except where green wood echoes rang 

Amang the braes o* Ballochmyle. 

* i^0»^^Seottici8i]Sk6)i hung. 



H Might cluunn the first of humau »... 

I love my Pt'R^'« angel air. 
* Her face so truly, heavenly fair, 

l' . Her native grace so void of art, 

'f' Dut X adore niy Feggy^s heart. 

■ 

The Iily*8 hue, the rose's dyC', 
The kindling lustre of an eye ; 
AVho but owns their magic sway, 
*■ Who but knows they all decay ! 

The tcmler thrill, the pitying tear. 
The generous purpose, nobly dear, 
The gentle look, that rage disarms, 
' These are all immortal charms. 



■■ 



H^ritten in a Wrapper enclosing a U 
Cr9*ey to be lij} with Mr, Cardonu 
rian. 

Tune, ** Sir John Malcolm 
*■• «♦ <«aDtain Grose ? 



SONGS* . Ui 



CASTLE GORDON. 
Air.— Aforfl^. 

I. 

Streams that glide in orient plains;, 
Never bound by winter^s chain ; 
Glowing here on golden aandi , 
There oommix'd with foulest itaint 
From tyranny's empurpled bands : 
These, their richly gleaming waves»^ 
I leave to tyrants and their slaves ; 
Give me the stream that sweetly laves 
The banks by eastle Gordon. 

II. 

Spicy forests, ever gay, 
Shbding from the burning ray 
Hapless ^-retehes sold to t<^l, 
Or the ruthless native's way. 
Bent on slaughter, blo«d, and spoil : 
Woods that ever verdant wave, 
I leave the tyrant and the slave. 
Give me the grovt* s thAt lofty brave 
The storms, by castle Gordon. 

III. 
Wildly here, without controul, 
Nature reigns and rules the whole ; 
In that sober pensive mood, 
Bearett to the feeling soul, 
She plants the forest, pours the flood; , 
liife's poor day I'll musing rave, 
And find at night a sheltering cave, 
Where waters flow and wild woods wave, 
By bonuie castle Gordon. 



ii', r \ ' Behold tbe li^« o' Ballochmy leT I 

i '• ' t Fair is the morn in flowcn* M«r, 

- . ^,„, ,^ect i« iiig^ii in autumn miW, 

.'V . When roving thro' the garden gaj. 

■ ; Or wandering in the lonely wild : 

But woman, nature', darling child I 
; ' There oil her charms she does compile 

i ' * Even there her other works are foil'd 

By the bonny loss u' Ballochmy Ic. 

W u ' 

O had she been a eountry maid, 

And I the happy country swain, 
Tho' sheltered in the lowest shed 

That ever ro^c on Scotland's plain I 
lliro' wenry winter's wind and rain 

With joy, with rapture. I would toil, 
And nightly to my Inisom strain 

Ihe bomiy lass o' Ballothmylc. 

Then pride might climb the slippery st( 
Where fame and hououn loft>' shine | 

And thirst of gold might tempt the deep 
Or downward seek the Indian mine 5 



■I , 



CASTLE GORDON. 



Tbire Monnii'd wiih foulei 



■ "i 
,. .■■ 

I 

t 



? i Now gay with the br»ad setting soi 

: ^ Farewell, lores and friendshipi I ye 

\ i Our race of existence is run ! 

Thou grim king of terror., th^ life'' 
Go, frighten the coward and slave 

SoT t^ich them to tremble, fell tyran 
No terrors hast thou to the brave . 

Thou strvk'st the poor pea«mt-h< 
dark, 

Kor saves e'en the wreek of a nai 
Thou strik'st the young hero--a glo 

He falls in tlie blaxe of hu fame 

In the field of proud honour-our 
bauds,. 

Our king and our country to sa^ 
While victory shines on l>fe » last " 

p, who wouW not die with the ft 



I * ' 



' I 



SiDRdft. 

from the Reliqttes, 

THE DEAN OP FACULTY. 

A NEW BALLAD. 

Tune— T^ Dragon of Wtmtky* 

Dire wa« the hate at old Harlaw, 

That Scot to Scot did aarry ; 
And dire the discord Langside lair, 

For beauteous, hap^less Mary .* 
But Scot with. Scot ne*er met so hot, 

Or were more in fury «een, sir, 
Than 'twixt Hal and Bob ibr the famoui job-' 

Who should be Faculty^ Dean, sir. 

This Hal, for genius, wit, and lore, 

Among the first was numbered ; 
But pious Bobj *mid leaming^s store. 

Commandment tenth rememberM. 
Tet simple Bob the victory got, 

And wan his hearths desire ; 
Which shews that heaven can boil Ihe pot^ 

Though the devil p— s in the fire. 

Squire Half besides, had- in this case 

Pretensions rather brassy, 
Tor talents to deserve a place 

Are qualifications saucy; 
So their worships of the Faculty, 

Quite sick of merit*s rudeness, 
Chose one who should owe it all, d'ye lee, 

To their gratis grace Mid goodness* 

As once on Pisgah purgM was the siglft 

Of a son of circumcision. 
So may be, oh this Pisgah height, 

Bob^f purblind mental vision : 
Jifay, Bobby*s mcMH^ may be openM yet 

TiU for eloquence you bwiYtxai, 



I* " *'****' -.1. the br»«l »€"«'»« •"" • 

:A': Our^eofe«.t«««i.run! 

;: ■ ^sHrrronterttboatothcbniTe. 

Th.« .«'"••«♦'« «^ '*•"""'* " 
**''^ .•.» the wKck of » MX*' 

He fall* in «•'« """ " 
I„ ,u. flcU of pro-d h.n«»-o« « 

our king «»d our ^^^l^^^;^" ,,^ 

While -«=^<^^^?"'"iewWl^S^b^l^ 
p, who would not die wiw w» .- 



k 

■I 



t . 



tram t*t BtHjua. 
THE DEAN OP FACULTT. 

A NEW BALLAD. 

Tun*— I%t Dragmn tf irmlky. 




■VVho treuiu'-o - m her eye •, 
And long P»"\'^"*„;eh.ngHl " "*». 

Vc lofty bank, th».E«i;^';^»»aia. 
Ve la«A w'"^' *^' r.„r .tadow. throw, 
;ln« o'er the t"?™ J f„ belo« 1 
-^hich '««'>;:r';" ^T, bring. 
AVtat ««"*» «'»T ^rier .prtog. ; 
AH *•« <« *"" I, „„ bv M«ry'« •>*« ' 

sweet hM*. ! J^;?^^:. tl^^ «• Cy*- 
tlestttream! .hevK" 

„ .11 .he wealth of !»«»'• «°!" 
Can all the wewu- ^^^ jo,, ? 

Atone f« ''«'"" 'Taught. , 
Return. T' "^S^, Me« my .!«»« 1 
■With noher tte"""! j , ^ part, 

^^'''/^^^^^^ "«»" ' .. 
And fly to »«** .1,, „T «tep« dWde 



SONQS. 3b9 

V^o shall say that fortnne g^eves him 
While the star of hope she leaves' him? 
Me, nae cheerfu' tMrinkle lights me ; 
Dark despair around benights me* 

IMl ne'er blame my partial i)uiey, 
T^aething could resist riiy Nancy : 
But to see her, was to love her ; 
Love but her, and love fbr ever. 
Had we never lov'd sae kindly, 
Ha<l we never lov'd sae blindly. 
Never met— or never parted, 
We had ne'er been 1m>keiV'heftrted. 

Fare thee weel, thou first and fkirest f 
Fare thee weel, thou best and dearest! 
Thine be ilka joy and treasure. 
Peace, enjoyment, love, and pleasure ! 
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever $ 
Ae fareweel, alas, fbr ever I 
Beep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee. 
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee. 



SONG. 

Patriotic— t/»i/?nwAtfrf. 

Here's a health to them that's awa, 

Here's a health to them that's awa ; 

And wba winna wish g^de luck to our cause. 

May never gude luck be their fa'* 1 

It's gude to be merry and wise, 

It's g^de to be honest and true. 

It's gude to support Caledonia*! cause. 

And bide by the buff and the blue. 

Here's a health to them that's awa. 
Here's a health to them that's tfwa ; 

• Fc'-lot. 



,1 



' f Hcrc'i a health to them that's awa, 

*f Here's a health to them that's awa, 

i ; ■ Here's a health to Tamniie, the Norland lad< 

_ <■ That lives at the lug o' the law I 

V 4 Here's fteedom to him, that wad read, 

' ^ Htre's freedom to him, that wad write I 

• } There's nanc ever fcar'd that the truth ihoi 

heard. 
But they wham the truth wad indite. 



* 



Here's a health to them that's awa. 
Here's a health to them that's awa, 
Here's ehicl\ain M'Leod, a chieftain worth 
Tho' bred amaiig mounudns o' snaw ! 



SONG. 

Now bank and brae are claitli'd in green 
All' scattcr'd cowslips sweetly spring, 



SONGE. 



O ho- nn I be Wythe and glid, 
Or lis« em I giDg; briik nv6 b«», 

Then ilM bonnie Ud ihit I la'e bcu 
I> o'er Ibr billi and Or in > 

Jl'i no ihE ftotly winMr Kind, ' 

It'i DO (he driTLDf drift ind ipnv ; 
Bat are the teat canm in mj' e>e. 
To tl^ak oD.UiD ihat'i rtr iwL 

Mr fkther pat no fni* hli door, 

Mj flieudt Ibej ^ae di>r>wti'<l me >' i 
Uul I hie UH will .mk mj pan 




.^. .w.b<K** tttiiu, ur iiivT 

.1 

. ! : V But I look to the west, wlien I | 

^ . ■/ 1 liat happy my dreams and m] 

■ I .'"I] For far in rhc west lives he I lo 

' . ^-4^ 'I'iie iud that is dear to my ba 

.1' 



:* LINES ON A PLOU( 

As I iM'as a waiuleiing ae moniin{ 
I I heard a younf^ ploughman sae 

And as he was tingin, thir words 
'. 'J*here's rae life like tlie plougbn 

1 o' sweet Mav. 

j The lav'rock in tlie moniing sh 

I III It, 

And mount to the air wi* the dew 

* Of this rxquitite ballad Ihe 1 
printid in Dr. Curriers edition.-^! 
that the opening stanxa existed. 

t It is pleasing to mark those to 



And wi' Ihe meirr plooghmin ibc'll Hbln: 
And at night ihc'LL man v, ber neit buk 




Bu, 1 Wok .othe •"'•**^,5i.f.l„ml^m«y»» 
•1 l,ui hari-y my *7:»"Tir'c be.., 

V„v n,r in the w«t '■"•''' tabic .1x1 me. 
■ll,c lad thai i» dear to nO »» 

LlNESONAPLOUGUMAlt 

, u.ani a young l^-gB^ ,^^4.,^ „y, 

.rUeJ;r-.rS!en»n.....WUrUe.V.e> 
""h„ d.e air «i' tho *«« •» ""^ '^■"' 

t U is pleasmg to «';y_Vr ^.„, ,o be of 



SONGS. 289 

M'Pherton*s time will not be long 
On yonder gallows. tree. 

Sae rantingltff toe wantonly^ 

Sae dauntingly gaed be ; 
He played a spring and danc'^die roun^ 

Below the galltws tree, 

6\ what ia death but^j^arting breath ^- 

On mony a bloody plain 
IVe darM his face, and in this place 

I scorn him yet again 1 ' 

Sae rantingly, &c. 

Untie these, bands fVom oflf my handt, 

And bring to me my sword ; 
And there's no a man in all Scotland, 

But ini brare him at a word. 
J^e rantinglyt &c, 

IVe lived a life of sturt and strife ; 

I die by treacherie ; 
It bums my heart I mast depart, 
' And not avenged be. 

Sae rantihgly, &c. 

Now farewell light, thou sunshine bright^ 

And all beneath the sky I - 
May coward shame distain bis name^ 

The wretch that dares not die ! 
Sae rantingiy^ &c» 



SONG. 



Here*s a bottle and nn honest Ariend ! 

l^at wad ye wish for mair, man ? 
"Wha kens, before his life may end, 

l¥h4t iiis ihar« may be of care, man ? 



: I :;W SONG. 

'4 ' ;jj Tunes-Brae, o' Bair 

'^J V A *" '^''^ i''^ y«. 



/ ■ ''*f 



1 



I- 



Uk care and fear, when they ar 

Young king, upon their hQ;.e] 

• Are no Me blc.t a, I am7o ' 

* /*// */*/ ?A«, 

Wheni„„,y^rm«.wi'a'thycl 
I eJa^i, my counrlew treasui^ 

I-eck,,ei„airo'Heav^"o?h 
Than ..c a moment'. p,e„?Je 

1 .wear I'm thine for ever o » 



" And the glancin'ot tier «ira.— 

slv -s fnsl.cr than tho morninff dawn 

And she's iwa gUuicin spavkhu 

She's stately like yon youthfu^^^^^^^^^ 

That grows tlie cowslip ^'^^^''. ,f ' 
A,;;ishoL its bead abo>.c^ch^^>^^ 

An' she's twa glancin , sparKim 
tiPM as the flow'ring thorn, 

„cr looks a« like the .portiveUn. 

"when flo^-ry Mf..»*""'^^ 
That wanton, round •» V'^^^gi^ 
An' she'! twa glancin .parKnn 

.. V •,;. like the eurling ">>>' 
"" h« .had« tt moantain side 
,vw- fl* Vrevivtag rain, are^p. 



* • jVf y botime regBV 



1 1 



'■ ■•: 



■I 



v«« <hi'V arc near, 
Ilk core ai^d fear, o ; 

I ever niair A^J^ ' bcir hansel throW 

Ate no lae DU t^^^ ^^^^ ^^^^^^ ^e. 

-.;» g' iby cbarm*, 

1 elanr n>y ^""'^^' Heaven to 'hftre, 
I ,.ck »uxe »»^''^^"^;,\', i,U.a.«ve. O ! 

1 ,,ear ^'^^'^l^, „y vow. 



SONG-. 

^ir he be ■ tmicber 



And ihe*! Iwb f lucin* tparklin' fl'< 
She*i lUMyliln jdd fontliflil aili, 













•\ 



.1 

I, 



But my true Io>c ^ 



i. ■:♦. SONG. 

•1 4^ £9' 

!, > ^ Tune— Banki of Banna 

-I .f; 
■■I * 

V ■ - 1 i Ycitreen I had a pint o* wine, 

^ . ,.ii A place wIk'pc body taw na' ; 

■fH 1* ; Yestrei'n lay on this breast o' m 

" ' I'l, The gowdcn loekt of Anna. 

. ^> Thi* bungpry Jew in wildcniesi, 

' ti Rijoicing o\*r hi» manna, 

*\ ■}* ' AVaa nacthini; to my hinny blis 

^ ..' I ;■■ Upon tbc lipa of Anna. 

«' , ■ - 't- Ye monarch*, talc the oatt and 

' * ■ ••! Frae Indu« to Savannali ! 

/ .'\, Gie me within my straiuing* f 

Thi' melting form of Ann> 
There IMl despite imperial cl 

An eraprcsi or lultana. 
While dying raptures in her 
'-"* «nd take with An 



SONO', 
The Deil cam Bddl'iBi thro' (he to 







■ i 

'\\l^\ iredyoubcrccreatth 

:• ; ^ The bcatbcr w Wocmung, t! 

•'V Our lad. gaed a burning, aed^^ 

■ >t O'er moor, and o'er inowe. am 

,: • li-f. At length tbey dUcoTered a bo 

' ' ''''\i I red yon beware at the hur 

' '■ Tak/ameontke-wing.ond 

But cannilie Heal on a bonn 






• ■■"-". 

. ■ • ■ ■■ ' 



».i": sweet bm.blng tbe dew from 

' i bells, 

1" Her colours betrayM b« oo ^ 

"^1 Ser plumage out.l«stredtl« 

>.l And, O I a. sbe wantoned ga 

Anld Pboebns bimsel, as be p 
in spite at btr lUuxnage be t 
«-. w*»ird bis i-ays where »h« 



if 

- 1, 
* 

■.'■I 



/■ f 



-V- 



rd Uk miET, tlwy banud III 



■I in Ibcir li^t, 
■ milt U nDiclil. 



TO UNO PKQGT. 

Toung Peggy bUnmi dot 




■if 



> • ■' ■•■I 

r ii 



.i« tre" w'xaw Ku"-" 
A«VdCaU4ond^«»„.i,.giv 

She dirrd t»»*=°» •5;i o^ f« 
Th»t dang her upw 

Thrir capon ««w.ai^^^^ 

The hungry bikt ^ 

»Tmwewerei^ae 

He ftr'd a »•»**;'* t«p«ili 

lions. It »• '^ J ^ puWica 
vad before h» flf^t P., „^ 



SONG, 
no' cnid n>U ibonU Md 



FRAGMENT. 




%tnv monarcii • uiinuuuaip /v< 

Was fire-and-twenty days b« 

'Twai then a Uait o* Janwi 

Blew hansel in on Robin, 

The gonip keekit in bia lo* 

Quo Bcho, wha liret xrill te< 

This waly boy will be nae c 

I think we*Il ea* him J?* 

Hem hae miafortnneg great 

But aye a heart aboon then 

He'll be a eredit *till ua a*, 

We'll a' be proud o* Xtb 

But sure ai three timet thr 

I aee by ilka icore and lin< 

This ehap wiU dearly like • 

So leeze me on thee, Bi 

Guid Ikith, quo* tcho, I dc 
Te gar the laiiea * * 
But twenty fliuti ye may 1 
So Uewina on thee, Rob 



A FB&GHEHT, 

ToH— I luid ■ hgrw ud 1 had dm miIi 

mwn Hnt I cune Id Swmt Kyk, 

WhEreVr I gud, vken'er I ndc, 
A ulalRii nill I kkd aja : 

Kot dnadin* any budj, 
Mr heart wu e>q jht befluc 1 Ihoalkb 

Aod bj a MiudiUna ladf. 



FRAGMENT. 

Tnne-OilUwaWt. 




\- ^. YiVc veapow •^cmu* - 

not robe"., ]»8^\^^ embrace-. 

. ,-c from tbc bn 
... '^ on fr»^»«l?!!:;, half aii^akc. 



UP IS THE MOaSING EARLY.- 



Tb? Mrdi ill clditcring in the ths 

A' iloy Acf Ttre but ipansl]- ; 
And koff'i Ike night (tu I'ea M 

Ifftnl^e mirniiig, ire. 



THERE'S A YOUTH Hf TIDS CITY. 

Tttrc'n jromh iu iliis tity, ii nere * pen |«t]r 



;*. ?f : The flo^/J^ lore., to «P^ 

-< "j < alio ro»y ^J* «ietH l»«»n ' T 

i -. *i : awect t^e^~o^ Arab'. Up • 

t ^ ■. .v-l»lmyWP» . 
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let ««, i»o ^"y liquid k\«l ^ , 



^^V AND COMt 

To THE 

SCOTTISH vronm and p 

IN 



Be it lOBcnbnvd, That, on the thine 
Jone, in the fo t ' tf wnimi d year of die ini 
of the United States of Ameriea, A. D. 
mas H. FaloMV^ if the aaid distrtet, hat 
In thif offlM As Mt of a book, the rig 
he elaini aa ytifrietor, in the wonb 
to wit: 

"A llMr aai Oovplete Olottarj to i 
Wiiii aai namum in Biumi*i Pi 

In confbrmity to the act of the Con 
United Statet, intiCnled, i* An aet Ibr 
I ;;| ! ngement of Lnniin|>, by tecurinf tl 

Mapt, Charts, and Booki, to the auth 
yrietun of such copies, during the t 
:*''"- meutioned.**— And also to the aet, a 

• •'•:'. '« act tupplementary to an act. entitled, 

,1' ,1 the Encouragenteiit of Lt«rnin|f, by 

/ •' copies of Maps, Charu, and Books, ti 

.. > and proprietors of iMh copies, duri 

^, • j therein mentioned,* and extending 

'' ■ ' *' thereof to the aru of detiguing, en 



THE tit ind gi h»e il* 

commDUl)' ipvUcd ». Tb« IkCMll Ht 
nhich oncn ocGun in tl« ImhIi' ' 




Be it geme ni hcre J , That, on the thirteenth 

' -*' June, in the fo t ' tf wnimi d year of die indepei 

of the Uidted Sutet of America, A. D. 1818 
mas H. Palmer, of the said district, hath de] 
in thii ofllee ite titto of a book, the ri^ht w 
he el^ma ■■ p wp ri c tor, in the wordi foil 
to wit : 

"A Hew and Complete Gkusarj to the S 
Wofdi and rhraiet in Bumi*i PoenuJ 

In coufbrmitj to the act of the Congreu 
United Sutet, imitated, " An act for the ] 
ragement of Leamin|^. by securing; the co] 
Maps, Charts, and Books, to the authors ai 
priftors of such copies, during the times 1 
uiciitiuued.**— And also to the aei, entitled 
act supplementary to an act. entitled, * An 
the Encouragement of Li'arning, by seeori 
copies of Maps, Charu, and Books, to the i 
and proprietors of MKh copies, during th( 
therein mentioned,' and extending the t 
thereof to the arts of designing, engravio 
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'line 


*'£■""» 


f^ibii,, ' 


buii 






I^Hfd 


■Cd^ 


__..■,„' """"' 




"kp„ffc 









■. »■ 



„' my aught, m aU my 
pos.cwioni eight 
Juld-v^arld, oW-fwhion- 

time, a*y" "' 
yeart 
>1mW, old ^ 

rant, ••Kac»o«». cun- 
ning, prndent 
jva, at all 

jioa «>»»y 

>lw/«% awful 
u!wn, the beard of bai> 
ley, oat«, 8te. 

Awnie, bearded 

^yonf, beyond 



iwt 



B. 

Ba% ball 
Bab, a bob 



Bar<:/ie, Da^«^» 

ing a quarry 
Barkin-koattMC 
BarkU, barked 
Barmie, of, or I 
Bote*, a crew, 
Batt»i how 
BaudroM a c« 
Bautd, bold 
Bfltt/A*,thebei 

the kiln 
Baumy, balmi 
Baw*, bank 
Bffu>*'nf , havi 
stripe dowi 
Btf, to let be, 
rer, to eea 
Bcflr, bailey 
Beaitie, d'lmi 

Bwteen.i"^ 

haste 
Beetf to add 
B««nt, behi 

m 9 



Bum, « frurnu, ■ liii- 


Cfl-inilie, dBnimmJft 




pruaf 


Burnnpiti, i. e. turn (Jl< 


Cnntit, or «>»!,, .iHini. 




rol, merry 


BuniH, ilaia. at bgm 




JxMir, builir 




JurfK, dn»<«] 




£l»*^, d»>n'< 


Co(i, ■ woodcD driokina 


fluiJ^, KbiinlCiHibanle 




B»», .h.'licr 




Bkc, e»l. »iih; vilhoiit 


iKftvmB ■ 


Bu BB' ten, ihi oonuiry 


Cnmrtf^ d«rftillr ^ 


kildi™ uid plclDUI 


CBr. naij, to be lodifr 


Bv hlm^if, lD».<iD, diK 


fVKlII 



Brigf a bridg« 

BrurutanCi bn«ti«faii^ 

BrMcet, the \»a«i#^ ^j^ 
bosom 

BrHher, a brother 

JBrorA;, a badger 

Brogue^ a hum, a tridt 

Broo, broth, liquid, wtr 
ter 

Broese, broth, a raee 
at country wedding*, 
who shall first zoMh 
the bridegroom*! 
house on returning 
from church 

Brote^ a compositim of 
oat-meal and boiling 
water^metimes from 
the broth of beef; mn^ 
ton, &e. 

Brugh^ a burgh 

Bruilzie, a brail, a eom> 
bustion 

Brunt^ did bum, burnt 

Bruttf to burst, bunt 

Buchan-buUertf the boil- 
ing of the sea among 
the roeks on the coast 
of Buchan 

Buckie^ dimin* of buek 

Buckskin^ an inhabitant 
of Virginia 

Bught^ a pen 

Bughterirtime, the time 
of collecting the sheep 
in the pens to be 
milked 

Buirdly^ stout made, 
broad built 

Bumble, a batek 

fiumH:tock^ % Vwbd&b^ 



/ 
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beetle that flies in the 
sammer evenings 

Mmnminf humminif as 
bees 

BumnUef to blander 

Bummler, a blunderer 

Bunker^ a window seat 

Burttte*, diimn. of birds 

Buret did bear 

Burn, or burniCt a rim- 
let 

Bumervin, u e. bum the 
vind, a blacksmith 

BumiBf dimin. of bum 

Butkie^ bushy 

ButkUy dressed 

Butkt, dresses 

Butle^ a bustlei to bustle 

Bum, shelter 

But, bet, with ; without 

BtK an* ben, the eountry 
kitchen s^ pariour 

By Mnuelf, lunatie, di^ 
traeted 

ByAr, a bee-hive 

Byre, a eow-stable, a 
•hippen 



Ca\ to call) to name, to 
drire 

CaH, or oa'd, ealled; 
driven; ealred 

Cadger, a earner 

Cmdie, or caddie, a per- 
son, a young fellow 

Caff^ chaff 

Cotrtf, a tinker 

Cairn, a loose heap of 
•lonet 



Calfvrd, a small eneh>- 

sure for calves 
Callan, a boy 
Caller, ftesh, somnd, r^ 

fteshing 
Tarn, 
Canno, 
Cannie, gentle, mild, dez* 

tereus 
Cannilie, dexterously, 

gently 
Cantk, or eanty, cheer- 

fbl, merry 
Cantrip, a charm, a 

spell 
ranft, merry old tales 
Cap, a wooden drinldng 

vessel 
Cap-ttane^ cope-stone^ 

key'Stone 
Careerin, die^rfnlly 
Care na 6y,- to be indi^ 

ferent 
Carl, an old man 
Cart-MemPf a stron|f 

stalk of hemp 
CarUn, a stout old wo> 



Carte*, cards 
Cait-9ut, to quarrel 
Caudren, a caldnm 
CouAr and keel, ehalk 

and red clay 
Cauld, cold 
rauj»,a woodm drinking 

vessel 
Cautey<leaner, a 

venger 
CertiCy a petty oath 
CesiCi, taxes 
CA<^, the cboi^ 4 
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Chapplu, a quart 
TAaup, a ilroke, a blow 
Cheekit^ cheeked 
Cheep, a cbirp, to chirp 
CUiel or eheel, a young 

fellow 
Chimla^ or chlmlU^ a fire- 
grate, fire-place 
Chimla-lugy the fire-*ide 
Chitteringt •hiveriiig, 

trembUng 
rAoribin, choaking 
fAow, to chew; cheek 
for chmBy lide by lide 
Ckuckie^ a hen 
ChiiffiCy fatpfaced 
Clachan^ a small village 
about a church, a 
hamlet 
ClaUe^ or c/om, clothet 
CUurh, cloth ; to clothe 
Claithing, clothing 
Claivers, nonsense, not 



er's br 

Clean, fu 
deckings 
Cleed^ to 
Cleed^i c 
f /rcAciV, 1 
Clinkiiiy 

ing 

Clinkum 

the cl 

Cii/»*, sh 

Cllahmtis 

▼crsai 

C/w* to 

Clockin. 

Clock-in 

ing s< 

C/oo/, th 

shecf 

Clootie^ 

the I 

C/i>ur, f 

ling I 



ii ^ ^ff Dales, P^ 

carter, • Pj*\*l ^c- XJ«»-^-'7^ 

u»ed »i» Scov»»" » Dam, *' 

': edcurUng to m« 

' . . furfif, *^"^^''^' Jiwin D«"'-'' 

hair fatt» »at««^'^ Dntirt. 

curling. » r*" ^»^ 

Curmt.rri»ff. « ^^i Da«». 
i„g,a»Ugbtn»iu ^^, 

^. .-..««. the cruppe' _ ^^, 



■I I. 



, A woudtT ; a 

tvrin (if oolittinpt 
rvr/i to pull by fits 
I'rtc.'i*!, pulled inicniiil- 

ui.tly 
I'l'i/nicu. foLtncn 
Fiil^,e, to fid^i^'t 
Fiel. soft, smooth 
Fie lit , fifnd, a petty oath 
Fier^ sound, ht-althy ; a 

bruth'^r, a frieud 
Fin\ did tiiid 
Fii-thy or friths a itrait 

of tlic sea, an ostitary 

FislCy to make a rustling 

noise,to fidget; a bustle 

Fit, a foot 

Fitfie'Uin, the nearer 

horse of the hindmost 

pair in the plough 
Fizz^ to make a hissing 

noise, like fcrmentap 

tiou 
Flaintn^annen^ flannel 
Flange fluiig 
Flcech, to ••— •• 



pit PIS 

riiii,i;i>i-frrr 

tiinl)»-i' Ir 

of pariiti< 

two hoi'iius 

a tlail 
Flisk\ to Ortit s 
Flitkit^ frette 
jF//V. to remor 
FtUter^ Co vil 

the wings 

binls 
Flittering^ flutt 

brating 
Fluukict a i^Ti 

very 
Fock\ folk 
Fodgelt short v^ 
Foggage, moM 
Foord^ a ford 
For'tear*^ forefkl 
Forbye^ besides 
For/aim, dii 

worn out, jade 






• •• 



Freath, fVoth 

Friefi\ Mtai 

Fu\ full 

Fud, the Mut or uil of 

the hare, coney. See. 
Fi^ff" to Mow iiitenuit- 

tently 
Fti^U, did blow 
Fvnnie, All! of merri- 

ment 
JPkir. a furrow 
flurcfer, proiperity 
JFurm, a form, bench 
^Ac, trifling eanri ; to 

piddle, to be in a tuu 

about triflei 
Fyle, to wil. to dirty 
Jyrr,Miled, dirtied 



G. 

CoS, the mouth; to 
boldly or pertly 



Gflfe, wf 
Cauajy j 
Caun^ IT 
Gawky t' 

ith, ro 
Gear, r 

any k 
Ceelr, to 

wanto 
Cedf a p 
Cetulet, 
Genty.g 

Get, a ' 

one 
Chautf I 
C^.to gi 

C»/, if 
C(^jr, di 
Giglet*, 1 
C<We, di 
GiUicga 
foolt 



■ nnn) I 



or tltg, ihiip, bin 
r Grniih, 

kind of bask ftirnid 
















f ■ 
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Trien\ fViend 

Vu\ full 

WudL^ the scut or tail of 

the hare, coney. Sec 
T^ff to Uo« uitenuit- 

tently 
Pff^V, did blow 
Funtiie, All! of merri- 
ment 
Fvr^ a furrow 
turder^ prosperity 
Tumtf a form, bench 
Fyke^ tritlinj? canr» ; to 
piddte, to be in a fius 
about triflei 
Fyht to Mil. to dirty 
Jyrr, •oiled, dirtied 



G. 

CtfS, the mouth; to i 
boldly or pertly 
Caber'iunxie,M\ old man 



Caucy^ j 
Gaun, fci 
Gawky ^] 

iih, ro 
Gear^ ri 

any ki 
Ceelr, to 

wanto 
Ged, a pi 
Getuletf 
Gcnty^g 
Ceor^lie, 
Get, a 

one 
Ghaut, t 
Cte.to gi 

C//, if 
C(^te,di 

Ci(f /e/#, ] 
Giilie, di 
Cillierga 

fools 
Gilfietf, 



nj iiaruei oi toe ae- 

\il 
Hotty or h»astf to cough ; 

a cou|^ 
Hottirif coughing 
Hotchd^ turned topiy- 

turry, blended, mis- 

ed 
HtughmagnndiCf fomi- 

eftiion 
HouUtf an owl 
Hotuie, diminataTe of 

houie 
Hove^ to heave, to swell 
H9v*d, heaved, twelied 
Howdie^ a midHJfe 
Howe, hoUow } a hollow 

or dell 
Mnoebaektt. sunk in the 

hack, spoken of a 

horse, &c. 
Hnoff, a landlady, a 

house of resort 
Hwwk, to dig 



I. 

/», in 

/cArr, an ear 
ler-oe, a g: 

child 
Jtk, or ilka, e 
in, (a4j.) bad 
lU'thirf, the c 
Jii-vfiUie, i 

malicious, i 
/Mt^in^.'geniua 
In^le^ fire, fin 
/kt, I shall or 
Ithfr, other, 

tlier 

J. 

Jad, Jade ; alt 
liar term an 
uy fblks ft: 
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Metanehollout, mouro- 

fbl 
Melder, com, or grain of 

any kind, lent to the 

mill to be groiUMi 
IftelK to meddle • alto a 

mallet for pounding 

barley in a stone 

trough 
MeMCt to loil with meal 
Illen\ to mend 
Merue, good manners, 

decorum 
MerueUn, ill-bred, rode, 

impudent 
Merle, the blaekbird 
MeiHn, a small dog 
Midden, Si dunghill 
Midden-hole, a gutter at 

the bottom of a dung^ 

hiU 
Mim^ prim, affectedly 

meek 
Min\ mind, rememr 



gruuuu 

Mo§Pyto n 
Moorlan, 

ingto 
Morn, th 

morroi 
Mf9, a s 
M9U, the 
Moudiew< 
Moutie, d 
Muekle, o 

big, m 
JIf uir, a r 
Murky, d 
JIfflMie, di 
MuiUn4e 

posed 

ter, I 

andgr 
Mutehkit 

pint 
Muve, to 
Mytel, a 



1 



IQI 

Meldett com, or grain of 

my kind, sent to the 

mill to be groand 
^lelU to meddle • alto a 

mallet for pounding 

barley in a stone 

trough 
MeMe, to soil with meal 
3ien*j to mend 
Uentr, good manners, 

decorum 
Metuelen^ ill-bred, rude, 

impudent 
Merle, the blaekbiid 
Me»9in^ a small dog 
Midden^ a dunghill 
Xtittdethhole, a gutter at 

the bottom of a dung^ 

hiU 
Afim, prim, affectedly 

meek 
Jtfin*, mind, rememr 
brance 



Mo§p,to nib 
Moorlan^ o: 

ing to UM 
Morn, the i 

morrow 
3fM#, a swa 
Mou, the UK 
Moudiewwrt 
Moutie, dim 
Muekle, orn 

big, mud 
Af uir, a nuM 
Murky, dari 
Miuie, dimi 
Muilin-kail, 

posed sin 

ter, shel 

and greei 
MutchkiMf 

pint 
Muve, to mc 
Mytel, myse 
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yegkckit, neglected 

Neebor^ a neighbour 

Neuk, nook 

l^ecArin, laughing, grin- 
ning 

Niekf to cut 

Nick-nacket*t kmck- 
knacks 

Siett^ next 

Vieve^ the fist 

2fievefu\ handful 

Ififf'er, an exchange ; to 
exchange, to barter 

Niger, a negro 

Vine^iled-ctU, a hang^ 
man*s «^p 

Vitj a nut 

lir«, not 

N^cht, nothing 

N9rland, of or belong- 
ing to the north 

Jfatie\ noticed 

2(9wt, black catUe 

O. 

0\of 

Oeheh, nune of moun- 
tains 

Ofiy, or onie^ anj 

O AoieA/ O fkithi an 
oath 

Or it often ased for ere, 
before 

OV, of it 

OughtUne*^ somewhat 

Ourie, shivering, droop- 
ing 

OutkIi or 9Urtehf our- 
selves 

Outler*^ cattle not hoot- 
•d 



Ou(-o7vre, over 

Oiore, over, too 

Ovjre-hip, a way of 
fetching a blow with 
the hammer over the 
arm 

Owgetii oxen 

P. 

ParJb, intimate, fkmiliar; 
twflre stone of wool 

Paidie, to dabble 

Painchf paunch 

FaUrick, a partridge 

Fang, to cnun 

Parle, speech 

Parriteh^ oatmeal pud- 
ding, -a wellrknowa 
Scotch dish 

Pa*h, pate 

Pat, did put ; a pot 

Fattte, or pettlc, m 
plough'Staff 

Paughty, proud,haugfatf 

Pauky, cunning, sly 

Paj/% paid, beat 

Pech, to fetch the breath 
short, a# in an atthma 

Pechan, the crop^ th6 
stomach 

Peelin, peeling 

Pef, a domesticated 
sheep, &c. 

Fettle, to cherish; m 
plough-staff 

Philibeg*, short petti- 
coats worn by the 
Highlanders 

Phixxy, face 

FhraUe, fair speeches, 
flattery} to fiancer 



SurkU^nrUti iD turn &» 



eLosa&aT. 


wood ID ■ bOlkW 


»(|[am,a*anhle 


■.).» 




BltcTrr,tfpB 


S*(<p,ta»ril», to 


SAC,,, llri|^^ .bioiPK 




.**<^,WA-R*, 1. <«■* 


tripping •ttpii 


HK'( .tif noe .A,^ 




ttan*, w be eonteil- 


Slalpi-linmtr, b w 




ul term in f< 




KoUbw 


ii»or,<lKftn»i» tat- 


U.^'m, wilkiiw I 


tle roiiJtbt In (be Re- 


II 




Skilgh, piOBd, 


«Acuff*,>di»h.>I«»b, 


hish.«.ctu«i 


. dui» 


^»H.A ■ HHll 


JA»*,.b«k 


(i» 


MteJ,K<l>«l 


Skirl, to eliriek, t 




riirillr 


W -■«■«!'. •?"•>"» 
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jKlc^^Aani:, i* lAlitk tripping lup; ■ laiw 

m'l Itlf not >A«p- ilnike 

tiaak, » be conceit- She^n^atmrr, * uihni 

Uern-MtHr, Shrriff KoldiiiK 

tie r«lglU in Ibc He- ij 

belKDn. A-D- ITII Slhgi, proud, nia 

AAri(rA,iditch,alreach, bj^li-DutttlirJ 

« tliiiu SIdnktiny A iiBftU p« 

Situt, ibook itoB 

fUeJ,*A«l MJrl, w ikriek, Ic cr: 

Ml», Arill itnUr 

£4>f, > ibock, ■ punk off Skirling, ibneUag, Of 




h -^ 



i 



I- ,. ^ .1 
■ i« ft *» 
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-;; 






ic«ne, ogly 
SmytrU, a numeroui 

collection of luiall in- 

dividualt 
Snapper, itumble 
Snash, abute, Billingt- 

gatc 
SnaWfinow; to «now 
Snaip^oo, melted tiiow 
Snavfdrap, the mow- 

drop 
SnoTPtff, mowy 
Sneck, a latch of a door 
Sned, to lop, to cut oflf 
Sneeghin^ uiaff 
Snecshin^mill, a muflr- 

box 
Snr//, bitter, biting 
Snick^ the latchct of a 

dour 
Snick-drmoingt trick- 
contriving 
Sn9d^ neat, handsome, 
tight 



gaging loo 
jolly 
Soem, to fwii 
So9tht trutt 

oath 
5m(^A, a sii 
dying on i 
SouplCy flexi 
Souter, a she 
foTfrii*, a di 
omt-meal, 
oaumeal i 
boiled a] 
mak0 ai 
podding 
50ip)»,aapo€ 
quantity < 
liquid 
Sowtht to tr 
with a lo 
Svwther^ ta 
der, to c< 
^ae^ to pn 
vine 



poucJ, ' '^ '"'^^eco. ^,;,;. 
riot *'' ^ noiso, .y/,,,.,,^ 

^>.v "'r ^^""' "-" ^j'^''-- 

f '^ J wiJi^^.. ^^' ^- *<?«. to « 
.'«»i..futuu, ''"'*' ^'^ tonride 
•^'''•'^'^. a siiek used • •^''«*'» «*»» 

"otable ScoS^^T' « ^t^U. .toe. 






the bridi and biide- Srtaa 

fiw)in ue pDt Inlu 5 f^^ 

bed, wid the csmlls Stun^ 

1 iKKUng at nndon Sirunt 

mnmiE the eompijiy, of > 

uhd dke pcTHU whom itnr 

h iiriket it thv n»t <lli(^, 

that will be imrcicd. mj 

SlBtt, > ilHKk of gnin Surf, 

Sintkfdt nude up in leit 

•hoekh u ;r^ S'urth 







iniFulictj 



ALOBSARY. 



Trami, (be ilufu tt ■ 
TraiMfmijri(V'<'i wnt- 



Triritit. full sf Iikia 
Trinlf. istrlleiLtIf 
3>sT>r*, uiub, a pciiy 




ff'ant/iu.a bellT-fUl 






inap,to«Tli-Mj.1= 


jrteJc.dIndD.or«I« 


jtrki ftxav^heep. 


»lff*',"';ft,»i«iii. 


•nullbBfr 


ff-,I;Jrc.l.lmi« 


KIlU. Ite moii«i of ■ 


*''<((u-«ii«*(, propel 


h.ic,n.HunsI><l<»c 




fti^ud) alia 


1.^^ dr..tht 


WhUdtn, r«..nins » . 








WM^tXu'^hiat, 


"^■•v"". """«.■" 


ft..w., trDlctieU 


dirinff 


JPiiit, which 




ir*/it, ■ wij hud ipf 


W"V, wiBfcd, u ■ l» 


cin af rock 




Jra^n^n, crjioj, ««n. 




pl.i,.ing,ta.,b.B 




WAlrliiitumi, uckii 






»F!«m«,liartT,Tirai 




«i.(»r 




pi^riuii** ft)>pTvaDhbif 



HTrrah, ■ diifird heap 



liicBlJ}' uKd fbi ibau 
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